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A 
DEDICATION 
TO A W 


GREAT MAN. 


AVING, - a priori, intended 

to dedicate The Amours of m 
uncle Toby to Mr. . I ſee 
more reaſons, s poſteriori, for doug 
it 10 Lord 1. 


Ly 


I ſhould lament from my ſoul, if 
this expoſe me to the jealouſy of their 
Reverences ; becauſe, a poſteriori, 
in Court-latin, ſignifies the kiſſing 

Vor. VI. 1 hands 


._. DEDICATION. 
hands for preferment—or any thing 
elſe—1n order to get it. 


My opinion of Lord re is 
neither better nor worſe, than it was 
of Mr, *. Honours, like impreſ- 

ſions upon coin, may give an ideal 

and local value to a bit of baſe 

metal ; but Gold and Silver will paſs 
all the world over without any other 
recommendation than their own 
W 1 | 


.. The ſame good-will that made 
me think of offering up half an hour's 
amuſement to Mr, * when out of 
place—operates.more forcibly at pre- 
ſent, , as half an hour's amuſement 
will be more ſerviceable and refreſh- 
ing. after labour and fortow, than 

after a philoſophical repaſt. 
8 Noting 


DEDICATION: 


Nothing is ſo perfectly amuſement as 
a total change of ideas; no ideas are 
ſo totally different as thoſe of Miniſ- 
ters, and innocent Lovers: for which 
reaſon, when I come to talk of Stateſ- 
men and Patriots, and ſet fuch marks 
upon them as will prevent confuſion 
and miſtakes concerning them for the 
future I purpoſe to dedicate that 
Volume to ſome gentle Shepherd, 


Whoſe Thoughts proud Science never taught to 
ſtray, 

Far as the Stateſman's walk or Patriot-way 

Yet /imple Nature to his hopes had given 

Out of a cloud-capp'd head a humbler heaven; 

Some untam'd World in depth of woods em- 
braced —— 


Some happier Iſland in the watry- waſte 
And where admitted to that equal ſky, 


His faithful Degs ſhould bear him company. 
In 


DEDICATION. 

In a word, by thus introducing 
an entire new ſet of objects to his 
Imagination, I ſhall unavoidably give 
a Diverſion to his paſſionate and 
love-fick Contemplations. In the 
mean time, 


Iam 


The AUTHOR, 


THE 
LIFE and OPINIONS 


OF 


TRISTRAM SHANDY, Gent. 


CHAP. L 


— ND fo to make ſure of both ſyſ- 
1 \ tems, Mrs. VWadman predeter- 


mined to light my uncle Toby neither at this 
end or that; but, like a prodigal's candle, 


to light 'him, if . at both ends at 
once. 


Now, through all the lumber rooms of 
military furniture, including both of horſe 


and foot, from the great arſenal of Venice 
Vol, VI. B FN to 


| &.- - £2 

to the Tower of London (excluſive) if Mrs. 
Madman had been rummaging for ſeven 
years together, and with Bridget to help 
her, ſhe could not have found any one 
blind or mantel:t ſo fit for her purpoſe, as 
that which the expediency of..my uncle 
Tuby's affairs had fix'd up teady to her 
hands. 


— Ae 
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believe I have not told you——but I 
don't know—poflibly I have——be it as it 
will, 'tis one of the number of thoſe many 
things, which, a man had better do over 

again, than diſpute about it That what- 
ever town or fortreſs the corporal was at 
work upon, during the oourſe of their cam- 
paign, my uncle Toby always took care on 
the inſide of his ſentry-box, which was to- 
wards his left-hand, to have a plan of the 
place, faſten'd up wich two or three pins 

at the top, but looſe at the bottom, for the 

__convenicncy of holding it up to tac eye, 

— 2 
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&c. . . as occalions required 3 fo that 
when an attack was reſolved upon, Mrs. 
Madman had nothing more to do, when 
ſhe had got advanced to the door of the 
ſentry-box, but to extend her right-hand ; 
-and edging in her left foot at the ſame 
movement, to take hold of the map. or 
-plan, or upright, or whatever it was, and 
with outſtretched neck meeting it half way, 
— to advance it towards her on which my 
uncle Toby's paſſions were ſure to catch fire 
or he would inſtantly take hold of the 
other corner of the map in his left hand, 

and with the end of bis pipe, in the ber, 
begin an explanation. 


When the attack was advanced to this 
point ; the world will naturally enter 
into the reaſons of Mrs. Jadman s next 
ſtroke of generalſhip——which was, to 
take my uncle 72% s tobacco-pipe out of 
his hand as ſoon as ſhe poſſibly could; 

B 2 which, 


which, under one pretence or. other, but 
generally that of pointing more diſtinAly 
at ſome redoubt or breaſtwork in the map, 
ſhe would effect before my uncle Toby ( poor 


foul !) had well marched above balf a dozen 
toiſes with it. 


Elk bbliged my uncle Taly to make uſe 
of bis fore _ 


The difference it made in the attack was 
this; That in going upon it, as in the firſt 
eaſe, with the end of her forefinger againſt 
the end of my uncle Toby's tobacco · pipe, 
' -ſhe might have travelled with it, along 
the lines, from Dan to Beerſbeba, had my 
uncle Toby's lines reached ſo far, without 
any effect: For as there was no arterial or 
vital heat in the end of the tobacco · pipe, 
it could excite no ſentiment it could 


neither give fire by pulſation or receive 


it by ſympathy — tas nothing but ſmoke. 


YEW, 

Whereas, in following my uncle Toby's 
forefinger with hers, cloſe thro? all the lit-- 
tle turns and indentings of his works 
preſſing ſometimes againſt the ſide of it— 
then treading upon it's nail 


then trip- 
ping it up then touching it here——then 
there, and ſo on—it ſet ſomething at leaſt 
in motion. 


This, tho' flight ſkirmiſhing, and at a 
diſtance from the main body, yet drew on © 
the reſt; for here, the map uſually falling 
with the back of it, cloſe to the fide of the 
ſentry-box, my uncle Toby, in the fimpli- 
city of his ſoul, would lay his hand flat 
upon it, in order to go on with his expla- 


nation; and Mrs, Wadman, by a ma- 
nceuvre as quick as thought, would as cer- 


tainly place her's cloſe beſides it; this at. 
once opened a communication, large enough. 
for any ſentiment to paſs or repaſs, which- 
r petfon ſkill'd in the elementary and prac- 
N B 3 tical 


(6) 
tical part of love-making has occaſion 
for IFN? | 


By bringing vp her forefinger parallel (as 
before) to my uncle Toby's ——it unavoid- 
ably brought the thumb into action — and 
the forehnger and thumb being once en- 


gaged, as naturally brougbt in the whole 
hand. Thine, dear uncle Toby ! was ne- 
ver now in it's right place — Mrs. Wad- 
man had it ever to take up, or, with the 
gentleſt puſhings, protruſions, and equivo- 
cal compreſſions, that a hand to be re- 


moved is capable of receiving to get it 
preſs'd a hair-breadth of one fide out of 
her way. 


Whilſt this was doing, how could ſhe 
forget to make him ſenſible, that it was her 
leg (and no one's elſe) at the bottom of the 
ſentry-box, which ſlightly preſs'd againſt 
the calf of his——So that my uncle Toby 

being 


1 
being thus attacked and ſore puſh'd on 
both his wings - was it a wonder, if now 
and then, it put his center into diſorder?— 


ny —— The deuce take it! ſaid my uncle 
Toby. 


C'HA'F. U; 


HESE attacks of Mrs. IWadman, you 
will readily conceive to be of different 
kinds; varying from each other, like the 
attacks which hiſtory is full of, and from 
the ſame” reaſons. © A general looker on, 
would ſcarce allow them to be attacks at 
all — or if he did, would confound them 
al} together but I write not to them: 
it will be time enough to be a little more 
exact in my deſcriptions of them, as I come 
up to them, which will not be for ſome 

chapters; having nothing more to add in 
this, but that in à bundle of original papers 
By and 


(8) 
and drawings which my father took care 
to roll up by themſelves, there is a plan of 
Bouchain in perfect preſervation. (and ſhall 
be kept ſo, whilſt I have power to preſerve 
any thing) upon the lower corner of which, 
on the right hand fide, there is ſtill re- 
maining the marks of a ſnuffy finger and 
thumb, which there is all the reaſon in the 
world to imagine, were Mrs. Wadman's; 
for the oppoſite ſide of the margin, which 
I I ſuppoſe to have been my uncle Toby's, is 
abſolutely clean; This ſeems an authen- 
ticated record of one of theſe attacks;. for 
there are veſtigia of the two punctures 
partly grown up, but {till viſible on the op- 
poſite corner of the map, which are un- 
queſtionably the very holes, through which 
it has been pricked up in the ſentry- box — 


By all that is prieſtly! J value this pre- 
cious relick, with it's /igmata and pricks, 
more than all the relicks of the Romiſhy 


church 


G 
church — always excepting, when I am 
writing upon theſe matters, the pricks 
which entered the fleſh of St. Radagunda 
in the deſert, which in your road from 
Fesse to CLUNY, the nuns of that name 
will ſhew you for. love. 


CHAP. It. 


Think, an' pleaſe your honour, quotly 

Trim, the fortifications are quite de- 
ftroyed——and the baſon is upon a level 
with the mole, —I think ſo too; replied my 
uncle Toby with a ſigh half ſuppreſs'd——— 
but ſtep into. the parlour, Trim, for the 
ſtipulation——it lies upon the table. 


It has lain there theſe ſix weeks, replied 
the corporal, till this very morning that 
the old woman kindled the fire with it— 


hen, ſaid my uncle Toby, there is 
no further occaſion for our ſervices, Ihe 
: more, 


vert him he looſen' d a ſod or two 


9 


more, an' pleaſe your honour, the pity, 


aid the corporal; in uttering which” he 


caſt his ſpade into the wheelbirrow, which 
was beſide him, with an air the moſt ex- 
preſſive of diſconſolation that can be ima- 
gined, and was heavily turning about to 
look for his pick-ax, his pioneer's ſhovel, 
his picquets and other little military ſtores, . 
in order to carry them off the field—when 


a heigh ho |. from the ſentry- box, which, 
being made of thin flit deal, reverberated 


the ſound more ſotrowf ally. to his ear, for- 
bad him. 


No; ſaid the corporal to himſelf, 


I'll do it before his honour riſes to- mor- 


row morning; ſo taking his ſpade-out of 


the wheelbarrow again, with a little earth 


in it, as if to level ſomething at the foot of 
the glacis 


proach nearer to his maſter, in order to di- 


pared 


but with a real intent to ap- 


( 11 * 

pared their edges with his ſpade, and hav- 
ing given them a gentle blow or two with 
the back of it, he fat himſelf down cloſe- 


by my uncle Toby's feet, and began as fal- 
lows: . 


CHAP; Iv. 


17 was a thouſand pities — though I 

believe, an' pleaſe your honour, I am 
going to ſay but a fooliſh kind of a thing 
for a ſoldier 


A. ſoldier, cried my uncle Toby; inter- 
rupting the corporal, is no- more exempt 
from ſaying a fooliſh thing, Trim, than a 
man of letters——}But not ſo often; and 
pleaſe your honour, replied the corporal— 

My uncle Toby gave a nod. 


It was a thouſand pities then, ſaid the 
corporal, caſting his eye upon” Dunkirk, 
and the mole, as Servins Sulpicius, in re- 

turning 


turning out of Afia lien he ſailed * | 
gina towards Magara) did upon Corinth 
and Pyreus — 


t was a thouſand pities, an' pleaſe 
your honour, to deſtroy theſe works 


and a thouſand Pities to have let them 
| Rodd, — 


| 3 art right, Trim, 1 in n both FR | 
aid. my unele Taby——This, continued 
the corporal, is the reaſon, that from the 

beginning of their demolition to the end 
I have never once whiſtled, or ſung, or 
laugh'd, or cry'd, or talk'd of paſs'd done 
deeds, or told your honour one ſtory good 
or bad | 


— Thou haſt many excellencies, Trim, 

ſaid my uncle Toly, and I hold it not the 

leaſt of them, as thou happeneſt to be a 
ſtory: teller, that of the number thou haſt 
tl me, either to amuſe me in my painful 
hours, 


| C36. 3 
hours, or divert me in my grave ones 
thou haſt ſeldom told me a bad one — 


hecauſe, an' pleaſe your honour, 

except one of a Ning of Bebemia and his 

ſeven-caftles, —they are all true; for. they 
are about myſelf, 


I do not like the ſubje& the worſe, 
Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby, on that ſcore : 
But prithee what is this-ſtory ? thou haſt 
excited my curioſity, _ 


III tell it your honour, quoth the cor- 
poral directly Provided, faid my uncle 
Toby, looking earneſtly towards Dunkirk 
and the mole again—provided it is not a 
merry one; to ſuch, Trim, a man ſhould 
ever bring one half of the entertainment 
- along with him; and the diſpoſition T am 
in at preſent would wrong both thee, 


Trim, and thy ſtory It is not a merry 
cane by.any means, teplied. the corporal=— 


14 

Nor would I have it altogether a grave 
one, added my uncle Toby t is neither 
the one nor the other, replied the corpo- 


ral, but will ſuit your honour exaQly 
Then I'll thank thee for it with all my 
Heart, cried my uncle Toby, ſo prithee be- 
gin it, Trim. 


The corporal made his reverence ; and 
though it is not ſo eaſy a matter as the 
world imagines, to pull off a lank Aontero- 
or a whit leſs difficult, 
in my conceptions, when a man is ſitting 
ſquat upon the ground, to make a bow fo 
teeming with reſpect as the corporal was 
wont, yet by ſuffering the palm of his 
right hand, which was towards his maſter, 
.to ſlip backward upon the graſs, a little 

beyond his body, in order to allow it the 
greater ſweep and by an unforced com- 
prefiion, at the ſame time, of his cap with 
the thumb and the two forefingers of his 

| 5 leſt, 


cap with grace 


66 


left, by which the diameter of the cap bo- 
came reduced, ſo that it might be ſaid, ra- 
ther to be inſenſibly ſqueezed—than pulled 
off with a flatus the corporal acquitted 
kimfelf of both, in a better manner than 
the poſture of his affairs promiſed; and 


having hemmed twice, to find in what key 
his ſtory would beſt go, and beſt ſuit his 
maſter's humour he exchanged a ſingle 
look of kindneſs with him, and ſet off thus. 


# 


The Story. of the king of Bobemia 
and his ſeven caſtles. 


Tu ERE was a certain kin g of Bo--he 


As the corporal was entering the con- 
fines of Bohemia, my uncle Toby obliged 
him to halt for a ſingle moment; be had 
ſet out bareheaded, having ſince he pu! Rd 


_ «ff his Montero: cap in the latter.end of the 


Aaſt 


1 
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laſt chapter, left it lying beſide him on the 
ground. 


The-eye of Goodneſs eſpieth all 


Pt AER that before the corporal had 
well got through the firſt five words of his 


ſtory, had my uncle Toby twice touch'd 


his Montero- cap with the end of his cane, 
- Interrogatively——as much as to ſay, Why 
don't you put it on Trim? Trim took it 
up with the moſt reſpectful ſlowneſs, and 


caſting a glance of humiliation as he did 


it, upon the embroidery of the fore- part, 
which being diſmally tarniſh'd- and fray'd 


moreover-in ſome of the principal leaves 


and boldeſt parts of the pattern, he laid it 


down again betwixt his two feet, in order 


to moralize upon the ſubject. 


1 


— "Tis every word of it but too true, 


et my uncle Toby, that thou art about 


to obſerve 
+66 Nothing 


1 
t laſt for cver.” 


But when tokens, dear Jom, of thy 
love and remembrance wear out, ſaid Trim, 


what ſhall we ſay? 


There is no occaſion, Trim, quoth my 
uncle Toby, to ſay any thing elſe; and was 
a man to puzzle his brains till Doom's- day, 


I believe, Trim, it would be impoſſible, 


The corporal perceiving my uncle Taby 
was in the right, and that it would be in 
vain for the wit of man to think of ex- 
tracting a purer moral from his cap, with- 
out further attempting it, he put it on; 
and paſſing his hand acroſs his forehead to 
rub out a penſive wrinkle, which the text 
and the doctrine between them had-engen» 
der'd, he return'd, with the ſame. look and 
tone of voice, to his Rory of the king of 
Bihema and his ſeven caſtles, 


Vor. VI. = The 


The ſtory of the king of Bohemia and. 
his ſeven caſtles, continued. 


Ss 4 HERE was a certain king of Bohe- 

mia, but in whoſe reign, except his 
own, I am not able to- inform your ho- 
nour 


I do not defire it of thee, Trim, by. any 
means, cried my uncle Toby, 


It was a little before the time, an” 
_ pleaſe your honour, when giants were be- 
ginning to leave off breeding ;—— but in 
what year of our Lord that was 


Al would not give a halfpenny to know, 
ſaid my uncle Toby. 


Only, an' pleaſe your honour, it 
makes a ſtory look the better in the face 


(19 ) 

——'Tis thy own, Trim, ſo ornament it 
after thy own faſhion ; and take any date, 
continued my uncle Toby, looking pleaſantly 
upon him-——take any date in the whole 
world thou. chooſeſt, and put it to- thou 
art heartily welcome 


The corporal bowed ;, for of every cen- 
tury, and of every year of that century, 
from the firſt creation.of the world down 
to Neab's flood; and from Noah's flood 
to the birth of Abraham; through all the 
pilgrimages of the patriarchs, to the depar- 
ture of the J/raelites out of Egypt——and' 
throughout all the Dynaſties,. Olympiads, 
Urbeconditas, and other memorable epochag: 
of the different nations of the world, down. 
to the coming of Chriſt, and from thence 
to the very moment in which the corporal: 
was telling his ſtory—had my uncle Toby 
ſubjected this-vaſt empire of time and all its 
abyſſes at his feet; but as MoDESTY ſcarce- 
VI touches, 


( ae }? 
touches with a finger what LI BERAL IV 
offers her with both hands open—the cor- 
poral contented himſelf with the very worft 
gear of the whole bunch; which, to pre- 
vent your honours of the Majority and Mi- 
nority from tearing the very fleſh off your 
bones in conteſtation, Whether that year 
is not always the laſt caſt-year of the laſt 
caſt-almanack'—1 tell you plainly it was; 
but from a different reaſon than you wot 


lt was the year next him—which 
being the year of our Lord ſeventeen hun- 
dred and twelve, when the duke of Or- 
mond was playing the devil in Flanders— 
the corporal took it, and ſet out with it 
.  afrcſh on his expedition to Bohernia, 


The 


1 


The ſtory of the king of Bobemia and 


his ſeven caſtles, continued. 


N the year of our Lord one thouſand 
ſeven hundred and twelve, there was, 


an' pleaſe your honour 


. To tell thee truly, Trim, quoth my 
uncle Teby, any other date would have. 
pleaſed me much better, not only on ac- 
count of the ſad ſtain upon our hiſtory that 
year, in marching off our troops, and re- 
fuſing to cover the ſiege of Queſuai, though 
Ragel was carrying on the works with ſuch 
dut likewiſe on. the 
ſcore, Trim, of thy own ſtory; becauſe if 


incredible vigour 


there ar. and which, from what thou 


haſt dropt, I partly ſuſpe& to be the fact 


—if there are giants in it 


There is but one, an' pleaſe your ho- 
nour — | 


C 3 | — Tis 
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—— is as bad as twenty, replied my 
uncle Toby——thou ſhould'ſt have carried 
him back ſome ſeven or eight hundred 
years out of harm's way, both of critics 


and other people; and therefore I would 
adviſe thee, if ever thou telleſt it again— 


If I live, an' pleaſe your honour, 
but once to get through it, I will never 
tell it again, quoth Trim, either to man, 
woman, or child-——Poo—poo ! ſaid my 
uncle Toby— but with accents of ſuch ſweet 
encouragement did he utter it, that the 
corporal went on with his ſtory with more 
alacrity than ever. 


The ſtory of the king of Bobemia and 
his ſeven caſtles, continued. 


HERE was, an' pleaſe your honour, 
ſaid the corporal, raiſing his voice and 
rubbing the palms of his two hands cheer- 
| ay 


623) 
ily together as he begun, a certain King 
of Bobemia ——— 


Leave out the date entirely, Trim, 
quoth my uncle Toby, leaning forwards, 
and laying his hand gently upon the corpo- 


Tal's ſhoulder to temper the interruption— 
leave it out entirely, Trim : a ſtory paſſes 
very well without theſe niceties, unleſs one 
is pretty ſure of em — Sure of 'em] ſaid 
the corporal, ſhaking his head 


Right; anſwered my uncle Toby, it is 
not edſy, Trim, for one, bred up as thou 
and 1 have been to arms, who ſeldom looks 
further forward than to the end of his muſ- - 
ket, or backwards beyond his knapſack, 
to know much about this matter —— God 
bleſs your honour ! ſaid the corporal, won 
by the manner of my uncle Toby's reaſon- 
ing, as much as by the reaſoning itſelf, he 
has ſomething elſe to do; if not on action, 

24 or 


( 2+) 
or a march, or upon duty in his garriſom 
—he has his firelock, an' pleaſe your ho- 


nour, to furbiſh his accoutrements to- 


take care of- his regimentals to mend 
himſelf to ſhave and keep clean; ſo as to 
appear always like what he is upon the pa- 
rade; what buſine ſs, added the corporal 


— = < _ 
« » * 

— — — — — — _ 

—— — 


triumphantly, has a ſoldier, an' pleaſe your 


honour, to:know any thing at albof ges- 


graf f 


— — 8 , — 


Thou would'ſt have ſaid chronology. 


Trim, ſaid my unele Toby ; for as for geo- 
graphy, 'tis of abſolute uſe to him; he 
muſt de acquainted intimately with every 


country and its boundaries where his pro- 
ſeſſion carries him; he ſhould know every 
town and city, and village and hamlet, 
with the canals, the roads, and hollow 
ways which lead up to them; there is nat 
a river or a riyulet he paſſes, Trim, but 


he ſhould be able at firſt * to tell thee 
what 


(25 ) 


u hat is its name —in what mountains it 


takes its riſe - what is its courſe how far 
it is navigable— where fordable— where 
not; he ſhould know the fertility of every 
valley, as well as the hind who ploughs it;. 
and. be able to deſcribe, or, if it is re- 
quired, to give thee an exact map of all 
the plains and defiles, the forts,. the ac- 
clivities, the woods and. morafles, thro: 
and. by which his army is to march; he 
ſhould know their. produce, their plants, 
their minerals, their waters, their animals, 
their ſeaſons, their climates, their heats 
and cold, their inhabitants, their cuſtoms, . 
their language, their policy, and even their 
religion. 


Is it elſe to be conceived, corporal; con- 
tinued my uncle T4by, riſing up in his ſen- 
try- box, as he began to warm in this part 
of his diſcourſe—how Marlborough could 
have marched his army from the banks of 

the 


\ 
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the Maes to Belburg ; from Belburg to Ker- 
penord—(here the corporal could fit no 
longer) from Kerpenord, Trim, to Kal- 
ſaken ; from Kalſaken to Neudorf; from 
Newdorf to Landenbourg ; from Landen- 
_ bourg to Mildenheim; from Mildenheim to 
Elchingen; from Elchingen to Gingen; from 
Gingen to Balmerchoffen ; from Balmerchoſ- 
fen to Skellenburg, where he broke in upon 
the enemy's works; forced his paſſage over 
the Danube; croſs'd the Lech—puſhed on 
his troops into the heart of the empite, 
marching at the head of them through 
Friburg, Hokemwert, and Schonevelt, to the 
plains of Blenheim and Hochftet ?—Great 
as he was, corporal, he could not have 
advanced a ſtep, or made one fingle day's 

5 march without the aids of Geography 
As for Chronology, I own, Trim, continued 
my uncle Toby, fitting down again coolly 
in his ſentry-box, that of all others, it 
ſeems a ſcience which a ſoldier might beſt 
ſpare, 


1 
Tpare, was it not for the lights which that 
ſcience muſt one day give him, in deter- 


mining the invention of powder ; the furi- 
ous execution of which, renverſing every 
thing like thunder before it, has become 
a new æra to us of military improvements, 
changing ſo totally the nature of attacks 
and defences both by ſea and land, and 
awakening ſo much art and ſkill in doing 
it, that the world cannot be too exact in 
aſcertaining the preciſe time of its diſco- 
very, or too inquiſitive in knowing what 
great man was the diſcoverer, and what 
-occaſions gave birth to it. 


I am far from controverting, continued 
my uncle Toby, what hiſtorians agree in, 
that in the year of our Lore 1380, under 
the reign of Vincelaus, fon of Charles the 
fourth—a certain prieſt, whoſe name was 
Schwartz, ſhew'd the uſe of powder to the 
Venetians, in their wars 2gainſt the Genocſe; 
| but 
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but tis certain he was not the firſt ; be⸗ 
_ cauſe if we are to believe Don Pedro the 
biſhop of Leon How came prieſts and 
biſhops, an' pleaſe your honour, to trouble 
their heads ſo. much about gunpowder ?. 
God knows, faid my uncle Toby—his pro- 
vidence brings good out of every thing 
and he avers,. in his chronicle of King, 
Alphonſus, who reduced Toledo, That in 
the year 1343, which was full thirty ſeven 
years before that time, the ſecret of pow- 
der was well known, and employed with 
ſucceſs; both by Moors and. Chriſtians, 
not only in their ſea combats, at that pe- 
riod,- but in many of their moſt memarable 
heges in Spain and Barbery——And all the 
world knows, that Friar Bacon had wrote: 
expreſsly about it, and had generouſly: 
given the world a receipt to make it by, 
above a hundred and fifty years before even 
Schwartz was horn — And that the Chineſe, 
added my uncle 720, embarraſs us, and all 
accounts 
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accounts of it ſtill more, by boaſting of the 
invention ſome hundreds of years even be- 
fore him—— - 


— They are a pack of liars, I believe, 


cried Trim 


They are ſome how or other de- 
ceived, ſaid my uncle Toby, in this matter, 
as is plain to me from the preſent miſer- 
able ſtate of military architecture amongſt 
them; which conſiſts of nothing more than 
a foſs? with a brick wall without flanks— 
and for what they give us as a baſtion at 
each angle of it, 'tis ſo barbarouſly con- 
ſtructed, that it looks for all the world 
Like one of my ſeven caſtles, an' pleaſe 
your np quoth Trim. 


My uncle Toby, tho' in the utmoſt diſ- 
treſs for a compariſon, moſt.courteouſly re- 
fuſed Trim's offer=till Trim telling him, 
ir he 


(1 

he. had half a dozen more in Bobemia, 
which he knew not how to get off his 
hands——my uncle Toby was ſo touch'd 
with the pleaſantry of heart of the corporal 

-that he diſcontinued his diſſertation 
upon gunpowder—— and begged the cor- 
poral forthwith to go on with his ſtory of 
the King of Bohemia and his ſeven caſtles. 


The ſtory of the King of Bubemia and: 
his. ſeven caſtles, continued. 


HIS unfortunate King of Bohemia, ſaid 
Trim Was he unfortunate then? 
cried my. uncle Toby, for he had been ſo 
wrapt up in his diſſertation upon gunpow- 
der and other military affairs, that tho” 
he had deſired the corporal to go on, yet 
the many interruptions he had given, dwelt 
not ſo ſtrong upon his fancy, as to account 
for the epithet Was he unfortunate then, 
| Trim? 


(1-2) 

Trim? ſaid my uncle Toby, pathetically— 
The corporal, wiſhing firſt the word and 
all its ſynonimas at the devil, forthwith be- 
gan to run back in his mind the principal 
events in the King of Bobemia's ſtory ; 
from every one of which, it appearing that 
he was the moſt fortunate man that ever 
exiſted in the world it put the corporal 
to a ſtand z. for not caring to retract his: 
epithet—and leſs, to explain it—and leaſt 
of all, to twiſt his tale (like men of lore) 
to ſerve a ſyſtem he looked up in my 
uncle Toby's face for aſſiſtance — but ſeeing 
it was the very thing my uncle Toby. ſat 
in expectation of himſelf —after a hum 
and a haw, he went on 


The King of Bohemia, an' pleaſe your 
honour, replied the corporal, was wnfor- 
tungte, as thus That taking great plea- 
ſure and delight in navigation and all ſort 
of ſea affairs — and there happening 

through= 


) 
throughout the whole kingdom of Baohe- 
mia, to be no ſea- port town whatever 


How the deuce ſhould there Trim! 
cried my uncle Toby; for Bohemia being 
totally inland, it could have happen'd no 
otherwiſe It might; ſaid Trim, 15 it had 


pleaſed Go 


My uncle Toby never ſpoke of the being 
and natural attributes of God, but oO” 


diffidenee and heſitation 


—] believe not, replied my uncle Toby, 
after ſome pauſe — for being inland, as 1 
ſaid, and having Sileſia and Moravia to the 
eaſt; Luſatia and Upper Saxony to the 
north; Franconia to the weſt; and Bava- 
ria to the ſouth: Bohemia could not have 
been propell'd to the ſea, without ceaſing 
to be Bohemia —nor could the ſea, on the 


other hand, have eome up to Bohemia, 
5 without 


16 


without overflowing a great part of Gers. 
many, and deſtroying millions of unfortu- 
nate inhabitants who could make no de- 
fence againſt it——Scandalous ! cried Tim 

Which would beſpeak, added my uncle 
Toty, mildly, ſuch a want of compaſſion in 


bim who is the father of it—that, I think, 


Trim—the thing could have happen'd no 
way. 


The corporal made the bow of unfeigned 
conviction; and went on. | 


Now the King of Bohemia with his 
queen and courtiers happening one fine ſum- 
mer's evening to walk out Aye! there 
the word happening is right, Trim, cried 
my uncle Toby; for the King of . Bohemia 
and his queen might have walk'd out, or 
let it alone ;,——'twas a matter of contin- 


gency, which might happen, or not, juſt 
as chance ordered it. 
Vol. VI. D King 
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King William was of an opinion, an' pleaſe 
your honour, quoth Trim, that every thing 
was predeſtined for us in this world; inſo- 
much that he would often ſay to his ſol- 
diers, that every ball had its billet,” 
He was a great man, ſaid my uncle Toby— 
And 1 believe, continued Trim, to this 
day, that the ſhot which diſabled me at 
the battle of Landen, was pointed at my 
knee for no other purpoſe, but to take me 
out of his ſervice, and place me in your 
honour's, where I ſhould be taken ſo much 
better care of in my old age—— lt ſhall ne- 
ver, Trim, be conſtrued otherwiſe, ſaid my 
uncle Toby, 


The heart, both of the maſter and the 
man, were alike ſubject to ſudden over- 
flowings.;—a ſhort ſilence enſued. 


HBeſides, faid the corporal, reſuming the 
diſcourſe—but in a gayer accent. f it 
„ 
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had not been for that ſingle ſhot, I had 
never, an' pleaſe your honour, been in 


Jove co 


So, thou waſt once in love, Trim / ſaid 


my uncle Toby, ſmiling —— 


 Souſe | replied the corporal—oyer head 
and ears ! an' pleaſe your honour, Pri- 
thee when ? where ?—and how came it to 
paſs ? I never heard one word of it be- 


fore; quoth my uncle Toby:—l dare ſay, 


anſwered Trim, that every drummer and 
ſerjeant's ſon in the regiment knew of it— 
It's high time I ſhould=——-ſaid my uncle 
Toby. 


Your honour remembers with concern, 
faid the corporal, the total rout and con- 
fuſion of our camp and army at the affair 
of Landen; every one was left to ſhifc for 
himſelf z and if it had not been for the re- 

D2 . -.gimens 
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giments of Wyndham, Lumley, and Gal- 
way, which covered the retreat over the 
bridge of Neerſpeeken, the king himſelf 
could ſcarce have gain'd it — he was 
preſs'd hard, as your honour knows, on 
every fide of him | 


Gallant mortal | cried my uncle Toy, 
caught up with enthuſiaſm—this moment, 
now that all is loſt, I ſee him galloping 
acroſs me, corporal, to the left, to bring 
up the remains of the Engliſb horſe along 
with him to ſupport the right, and tear the 
laurel from Luxembourg's brows, if yet tis 
poſſible I ſee him with the knot of his 
ſcarfe juſt ſhot off, infuſing freſh ſpirits 
into poor Galway's regiment——riding 
along the line—then wheeling about, and 
charging Conti at the head of i Brave! 
brave by heaven! cried my uncle Toby —— 
he deſerves a crown—As richly, as a thief 
A halter; ſhouted Trim. 


„ 


\ 


My 


(M3 
My uncle Toby knew the corplral's s loy- 
alty ;—otherwiſe the compariſon. was not 
at all to his mind 


it did not altogether 
ſtrike the corporal's fancy when he had 
made it but it could not be recall'd 
ſo he had nothing-to do, but proceed. 


As the number of wounded. was prodi- 
vious, and no one had time to think of 
any thing, but his own ſafety—— Though 
Talmaſb, ſaid my uncle Toby, brought off 
the foot with great prudence—But I was 
left upon the geld, ſaid the corporal, 
Thou waft fo; poor fellow! replied my 
uncle 7b) — 80 that it was noon the next 
day, continued the corporal, before I was 
exchanged, and put into a cart with thir- 
teen or fourteen more, in order to be con- 
veyed to out hoſpital. | 


There is no part of the body, an? pleaſe 
* honour, where a wound occaſions 
| D 3 more 


— 
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more intolerable anguiſh than upon the 
knee—— 


Except the groin; ſaid my uncle Toby. 
An' pleaſe your honour, replied the cor- 
poral, the knee, in my opinion, muſt cer- 
tainly be the moſt acute, there being ſo 
many tendons and what-d'ye-call-'ems all 
about it. 55 


It is for that reaſon, quoth my uncle 
Toby,” that the groin is infinitely more ſen- 
fible——there being not only as many ten- 
dons and what-d'ye-call-'ems (for I know 
their names as little as thou do'ſt) 


about it but moreover * 
5 7 * 


" 


Mrs. Wadman, who had been all the 
time in her arbour—inſtantly ſtopped her 
breath——unpinn'd her mob at the chin, 


and Rood up upon one leg 


The 
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The diſpute was maintained with ami- 
cable and equal force betwixt my uncle 
Teby and Trim for ſome time; till Trim 
at length recolleting that he had often 
cried at his maſter's ſufferings, but never 
ſhed a tear at his own—was ſor giving up 
the point, which my uncle Ty would not 
allow——'Tis a proof of nothing, Trim, 
ſaid he, but the generoſity of thy tem- 
per 


So that whether the pain of a wound in 
the groin (ceteris paribus) is greater than 
the pain of a wound in the knee or 


Whether the pain of a wound in the 
knee is not greater than the pain of a- 
wound in the groin——are points which 
to this day remain unſettled, 
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HE anguiſh of my knee, continued. 

the corporal, was exceſſive in itſelf ; 
and the uneaſineſs of the cart, with the 
Toughneſs of the roads which were terribly 
cut up making bad flill worfe—every ſtep 
was death to me: ſo that with the loſs of 
blood, and the want of care-taking of me, 
and a fever I felt coming on beſides 
(Poor ſoul | faid my uncle Toty) all toge- 


ther, an' pleaſe your honour, was more 
than I could ſuſtain, 


I was telling my ſufferings to a young 
woman at a peaſant's houſe, where our cart, 
which was the laſt of the line, had halted; 
they had help'd me in, andthe young woman 
had taken a cordial out of her pocket and 
dropp'd it upon ſome ſugar, and ſeeing it 
had cheer'd me, the had given it me a ſe- 
cond and a third time 80 I was telling 
| her, 


1 

her, an' pleaſe your honour, the anguiſh F 
was in, and was ſaying it was ſo intole- 
rable to me, that I had much rather lie 
down upon the bed, turning my face to- 
wards one which was in the corner of the 
room—and die, than go on—when, upon 
her attempting to lead me to it, I fainted 
away in her arms. She was a good foul! 
as your, honour, ſaid the corporal, wiping 
his eyes, will hear, 


I thought /ave had been a joyous thing, 
quoth my uncle Tech. 


'Tis the moſt ſerious thing, an” pleaſe 
your honour (ſometimes) that is in the 
world. 


By the perſuaſion of the young woman, 
continued the corporal, the cart with the 
wounded men ſet off without me: ſhe had 
aſſured them I ſhould expire immediately 


if I was put into the cart, So when I came 
Ce 5 
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to myſclf——I found myſelf in a ill quiet 
cottage, with no one but the young wo- 


man, and the peaſant and his wife. I was 


laid acroſs the bed in the corner of the 
room, with my wounded leg upon a chair, 
and the young woman beſide me, holding 
the corner of her handkerchief dipp'd in vi- 
negar to my noſe with one hand, and rub- 
bing my temples with the other.. 


I took her at firſt for the daughter of 
ſo had 


offer'd her a little purſe with eighteen flo- 


the peaſant (for it was no inn) 


rias, which my poor brother Tom (here 


Trim wip'd his eyes) had ſent me as a 


token, by a recruit, juſt before he ſet out 
for Liſbon 


—1 never told your honour that pi- 
teous ſtory yet—here Trim wiped his eyes 
a third time. 


The 
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The young woman call'd the old mar 
and his wife into the room, to ſhew them 
the money, in order to gain me credit for 
a bed and what little neceſſaries I ſhould. 
want, till I ſhou!d be in a condition to be 
got to the hoſpital Come then ! ſaid 
ſhe, ' tying up the little purſe—T'1I be your 
banker—but as that office alone will not 


keep me employed, I'll be your nurſe too. 


I thought by her manner of ſpeaking 
this, as well as by her dreſs, which I then 
began to conſider more attentively — that 
the young woman could not be the daugh- | 
ter of the peaſant. 


She was in black down to her toes, with 
her hair conceal'd under a cambric border, 
laid cloſe to her forehead : ſhe was one of 
thoſe kind of nuns, an' pleaſe your honour, 
of which, your honour knows, there are a, 
good many in Flanders which they let go | 

looſe 
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By thy deſcription, Trim, faid 


looſe 


my uncle Toby, I dare ſay ſhe was a young 
Begurne, of which there are none to be 
found any where but in the Span:/h Nether- 
lands—except at Amſterdam — they differ 
from nuns in this, that they can quit their 


cloiſter if they chooſe to marry ; they viſit 
and take care of the ſick by profeſſion 
I had rather, for my own part, they did it 
out of good- nature. 


she often told me, quoth Trim, ſhe 
did it for the love of Chriſt —I did not like 
it.—I believe, Trim, we are both wrong, 
ſaid my uncle Teby——we'll aſk Mr. Yirick 
about it to-nizk:t at my brother Shand)'s 
——ſo put me in mind; added my uncle 
Toy. 


The young Beguine, continued the eor- 
portal, had ſcarce given herſelf time to tell 
me ** ſhe would be my nurſe,” when ſhe 

haſtily 


1 
haſtily turned about to begin the office of 
one, and prepare ſomething for me—and 


in a ſhort time though I thought it a long 


one—ſhe came back with flannels, &c. &c. 
and having fomented my knee ſoundly for 
a couple of hours, &c. an] made me a 
thin baſon of gruel for my ſupper — ſhe 
wiſh'd me reſt, and promiſed to be with 
me early in the morning.——She wiſh'd 
me, an' pleaſe your honour what was not 
to be had. My fever ran very high that 
night her figure made fad difturbance 


within me—I was every moment cutting 
the world in two—to give her half of it. 
and every moment was I crying, That J 
had nothing but a knapſack and eighteen 
Norins tv ſhare with her The whole 


night long was the fair Beguine, like an 


angel, cloſe by my bedſide, holding back 
my curtain and offering me cordials—and 
1 was only awakened from my dream by 
her coming there at the hour promiſed, 

and 
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and giving them in reality. In truth, ſhe 
vas ſcarce ever from me, and ſo accuſtom- 
ed was I to receive life from her hands, that 
my heart ſickened, and | loſt colour when 
ſhe left the room : and yet, continued the 
corporal, {making one of the ſtrangeſt re- 
AeCtions upon it in the world) 


0 It was not love” for during 
the three weeks ſhe was almoſt conſtantly 
with me, fomenting my knee with her 
hand, nigbt and day—I can honeſtly ſay, 
.an* pleaſe your honour—that * * #* 
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* once. 


That was very odd, Trim, quoth my 


uncle Toby ——— 8 


1 think fo too—ſaid Mrs Vadman. 


It never did, ſaid the corporal. 
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CHAP, VI. 


hut 'tis no marvel, continued the 
corporal ——ſeeing my uncle J muſing 
upon it—ſor.Love, an' pleaſe your honour, 
is exactly like war, in this; that a ſoldier, 
though he has eſcaped three weeks com- 
plete o'Saturday night, - may nevertheleſs 
be ſhot through his heart on Sunday morn- 
ing It happened fo here, an' pleaſe your 
honour, with [this difference .only—that it 
was on Sunday in the .afternoon, when I. 
fell in love all at once with a ſiſſerara 
it burſt upon me, an' pleaſe your honour, 
like a bomb — ſcarce giving .me time to ſay, 


.« God bleſs me.“ 


thought, Trim, ſaid my uncle Tchy, a 
man never fell in love ſo very ſuddenly, 


Ves, an' pleaſe your honour, if he is 
in the way of it—replied Trim. | 


{ 


I pri- 
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I prithee, quoth my uncle Toby, inform 
me how this. matter happened. ; 


— With all pleaſure, ſaid the corporal, 
making a bow. 


CHAP, VII. 
Had eſcaped, continued the corporal, 
all that time from falling in love, and 
had gone on to the end of the chapter, 
had it not been predeſtined otherwiſe— 
there is no reſiſting our fate, | 


It was on a Sunday, in the afternoon, as 
J told your honour | 


The old man and his wife had walked 
out 


Every thing was til] and buſh as mid- 
night about the houſe 8 ö 


There was not ſo much as a duck or a 
duckling about the yard —— 
wn 7 — When 
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— When the fair 8 8 came in to 
ſee me. 


My wound was then in a fair way of 
doing well the inflammation had been 
gone off for ſome time, but it was ſucceeded 
with an itching both above and below my 
Knee, ſo inſufferable, that I had not ſhut 
my eyes the whole night for it. 


Let me ſee it, faid ſhe, Kneeling down 
upon the ground parallel to my knee, and 
laying her hand upon the part below it— 
It only wants rubbing a little, ſaid the Be- 
guine; ſo covering it with the bed-clothes, 
ſhe began with the fore-finger of her right 
hand to rub under my knee, guiding her 
fore · finger backwards and forwards by the 
edge of the flannel which kept on the dreſ- 
ſing. 


In five ot ſix minutes I felt lightly the 
end of her ſecond finger—and b.. 
Vol. VI. K it 
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it was Jaid flat with the other, and ſhe 
continued rubbing in that way round and 
round for a good while ; it then came into 
my head that I ſhould fall in love I 
bluſh'd when I ſaw how white a hand ſhe 
had—T ſhall never, an' pleaſe your honour, 
behold another hand ſo white whilſt I 


—— — Not in that place; ſaid my uncle 
Toby——— 


Though it was the moſt ſerious deſpair 
in nature to the corporal —he could not 
forbear ſmiling. 


The young Beguine, continued the cor- 
poral, perceiving it was of great ſervice to 
me from rubbing, for ſome time, with 
two fingers—proceeded to rub at length, 
with three——till by little and little ſhe 
brought down the fourth, and then rubb'd 
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with her whole hand; I will never ſay 


another word, an' pleaſe your honour, 


upon hands again—but it was ſofter than 
ſattin——— 


——-Prithee, Trim, commend it as much 
as thou wilt, ſaid my uncle Toby; I ſhalt 
hear thy ſtory with the more delight—— 
The corporal thank'd his maſter moſt un- 
feignedly; but having nothing to ſay upon 
the Beguine's hand, but the ſame over again 
—he proceeded to the effects of it; 


The fair Beguine, ſaid the corporal, con- 
tinued rubbing with her whole hand under 
tilt I fear'd her zeal would 
weary her « would do a thouſand 
% times more,” ſaid ſhe, “ for the love of 
&. Chriſt” In ſaying which ſhe paſs'd 
her hand acroſs the flannel, to the part 
above my knee, which I had equally com- 
plained of, and rubb'd it alſo.. Ye 


E 2 I per- 


my knee 


* 
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I perceiv'd, then, I was beginning to be 
in love — 


As ſhe continued rub- rub-rubbing—1 
felt it ſpread from under her hand, an' 


pleaſe your honour, to every part of my 
frame 


The more ſhe rubb'd, and the longer 
ſtrokes ſhe took — the more the fire kin- 
dled in my veins— till at length, by two or 
three ſtrokes longer than the reſt——my 


paſſion roſe to the higheſt pitch ———1 
ſeiz d her hand 


dad then, thou clapped'ſt it to thy 
lips, Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby—and madeit 
a ſpeech. 


Whether thecorporal's amour terminated 
preciſely in the way my uncle Toby deſcribed 
it, is not material; it is enough that it con- 
tain'd in it the eſſence of all the love- ro- 

| | 8 mances 


cn). 
mances which ever have been wrote ſince 
the beginning of the world. 


CHAP. VIII. 


S ſoon as the corporal had finiſhed the” 
ſtory of his amour 


or rather my 
uncle Toby for him Mrs. Vadman filently 
ſallied forth from her arbour, replaced the 
pin in her mob, paſs'd the wicker-gate, 
and advanced ſlowly towards my uncle To- 
bys ſentry- box: the diſpoſition which Trim 
had made in my uncle Toby's mind, was too- 


favourable a criſis to be let ſlippꝰd 


—— The attack was determin'd upon: 
it was facilitated ſtill more by my uncle 
Toby's having ordered the corporal to wheel 
off the pioneer's ſhovel, the ſpade, the 
pick-ax, the picquets, and other military 
ſtores which lay ſcatter'd upon the ground 

E 3 where 
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where Dunkirk ſtood The corporal hau 
march'd—the field was clear, 


Now conſider, Sir, what nonſenſe it is, 
either in fighting or writing, or any thing 
elſe (whether in rhime to it, or not) which 
a'man has occaſion to do - to act by plan: 
for if ever Plan, independent of all cir- 
eumſtances, deſerved regiſtering in letters 
of gold (I mean in the archives of Go- 
tham )—it was certainly the PLAN of Mrs, 
Wadman's attack of my uncle Toby in his 
fentry-box, BY PLAN——Now the Plan 
hanging up in it at this juncture, being 
the Plan of Dunkiri—and'the tale of Dun- 
kirk a tale of relaxation, it oppoſed every 
impreſſion ſhe could make: and beſides, 
could ſhe have gone -upon-it——the ma- 
neeuvre of 'fingers and hands in the attack 
of the'ſentry-box, was ſo outdone by that 
of the fair Beguine's, in Trim's ſtory 
that juſt then, .that paiticular attack, how- 


ever 
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ever ſucceſsful before became the moſt 
heartleſs attack that could be made - 


O! let woman alone for this. Mrs. 
Madman had ſcarce open'd the wicker- 
gate, when her genius ſported with the 
change of circumſtances. | 


he formed a new attack in a mo- 
ment. 


C HAP. IX. 


Il am half diſtracted, captain Shandy, 
ſaid Mrs. Wadman, holding up her cam- 
brick handkerchief to her left eye, as ſhe 
approached the door of my uncle Toby's 
ſentry-box—a mote—or ſand——or ſome- 
thing—I know not what, has got into this 
eye of mine—do look into it—it is not in 


' the white 
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In faying which, Mrs. Madman edged 
herſelf clofe in beſide my uncle Taly, and 
ſqueezing herſelf down upon the corner of 
Dis beneh, ſhe gave him an opportunity of 
doing it without riſing up- Do look into 
it — faid ſhe. 


Honeſt ſoul ! thou didſt look into it with 
as much innocency of heart, as ever child 
look'd into a raree- ſnew- box; and 'twere 
as much a ſin to have hurt thee. 


If a man will be peeping of his own 
I've 


accord into things of that nature 


nothing to ſay to it 


My uncle Toby never did: and I will 
anſwer for him, that he would have fat 
quietly upon a ſofa from June to Ja- 
nuary, (which, you know, -takes in both 
the hot and cold months) with an eye as 

fine 
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fine as the Thraciau * Radope's beſides him, 
without being able to tell, whether it was- 
a black or a blue one. 


The difficulty was to get my uncle Toby, 
to look at one at all. | 


*T'is ſurmounted, And 


I ſee him yonder with his pipe pendu- 
tous in his hand, and the aſhes falling out 
of it—looking—and looking then rub- 
bing his eyes——and looking again, with 
twice the good nature that ever Galiles 
took'd for a ſpot in the ſun, 


In vain ! for by all the powers which 
animate the organ Widow /adman's left 


* Rodope Thracia tam inevitabili faſcino in- 
ſtructa, tam exacte oculis intuens attraxit, ut it 
in illam quis ineidiſſet, fieri non poſſet, quin 
caperetur.— I know not who. 


eye 


. _ 
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eye ſhines this moment as lucid as her 
right—there is neither mote, or ſand, or 
duſt, or chaff, or ſpeck, or particle of 
opake matter floating in it—— There is 
nothing, my dear paternal uncle ! but one 
Jambent delicious fire, furtively ſhooting 


out from every part of it, in all direCtions, 
into thine 


„ wol Jookeft, uncle Toby, in ſearch 
of this mote one moment longer thou 
art undone, 


CHAP, X. 


AN eye is for all the world exactly like 

a cannon, in this reſpect ; that it is 
not ſo much the eye or the cannon, in 
themſelves, as it is the carriage of the eye 
and the carriage of the cannon, by 
which both the one and the other are en- 
abled to do ſo much executien. I don't 
NT | | think 
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think the compariſon a bad one: However, 
as 'tis made and placed at the head of the 
chapter, as much for uſe as ornament, all 
I deſire in return, is, that whenever I ſpeak 
of Mrs. WVadman's eyes (except once in the 
next period) that you keep it in your 
fancy. 


I proteſt, Madam, ſaid my uncle Toby, 
I can fee nothing whatever in your eye. 


It is not in the white; ſaid Mrs. /ad- 
man my uncle Toby look'd with might 


and main into the pupil 


Now of all the eyes, which ever were 
created—from your own, Madam, up to 
thoſe of Venus herſelf, which certainly were 
as venereal a pair of eyes as ever ſtood in a 
head there never was an eye of them 
all, ſo fitted to rob my uncle Toby of his 
'repole, as the very eye, at which he was 

looking 
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lboking=—it was not, Madam, a rolling: 
eye——a: romping. or a wanton one nor 
was it an eye ſparkliyg——petulant or im- 
perious—of high claims and terrifying ex- 
actions, which would have curdled at once 
that milk of human nature, of which my 
uncle Toby was made up —— but *twas an 
eye full of gentle ſalutations——and ſoft. 
reſponſes {peaking—not like the trum- 
pet-ſtop of ſome ill-made organ, in which 
many an eye I talk to, holds coarſe con- 
yerſe——but whiſpering ſoft——like the 
laſt low accents of an expiring ſaint 


„How can you live comfortleſs, captain 
„ Shand, and alone, without a boſom to 


<< lean your head on — or truſt your 
cares to?“ 


It was an eye 


But I ſhall be in love with it myſelf, if 1 | 
ſay another word about it. 


It did my uncle Toly's buſineſs, 
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CHAP, XI. 


HERE is nothing ſhe ws the characters 

of my father and my uncle Toby, in a 
-more entertaining light, than their different 
manner of deportment, under the ſame c- 
.cident 


for I call not love a misfortune, 

from a perſuaſion, that a man's heart is 

ever the better for it—Great God! what 
muſt my uncle Toby's have been, when 
*twas all benignity without it. 


My futher, as appears from many of his 
;-papers, was very ſubje@ to this paſſion, 
before he marrized——but from a little 
ſubacid kind of drolliſh impatience in his 
nature, whenever-it befell him, he would 
never ſubmit to it like a chriſtian.; but 
would piſh, and huff, and bounce, and 
kick, and play the Devil, and write the 
© tbittereſt Philippicks againſt the eye that 


ever 
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ever man Wrote——there is one in verſe 
upon ſomebody's eye or other, that for 
two or three nights together, had put him 
by his reſt ; which, in his firſt tranſport of 
reſentment againſt it, he begins thus: 


«A Devil 'tis and miſchief ſuch doth work: 
As never yet did Pagan, Jew, or Turk,” * 


In ſhort during the whole paroxiſm, my. 
father was. all abuſe and foul Janguage, 
approaching rather towards malediction—- 
only he did not do it with as much method 
as Ernulphus——he was too impetuous ; 
nor with Ernulphus's policy for tho* my. 
father, with the moſt. intolerant ſpirit, 
would curſe both this and that, and every. 
thing under heaven, which was either aid- 
ing or abetting to his n never 


* This will be printed with my facher 8 life 
of Socrates, e. &c. 


con 


1 
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concluded his chapter of curſes. upon it, 
without curſing himſelf in at the bargain, 
as one of the moſt egregious fools and cox- 
combs, he would ſay, that ever was let 
looſe in the world. 


My uncle Toby, on the contrary, took it 
like a lamb—— ſat ſtill and let the poiſon 
work in his veins without reſiſtance in 
the ſharpeſt exacerbations. of his wound 


(like that on his groin). he never dropt one 
fretful or diſcontented word he blamed 
neither heaven nor earth—or thought or 


ſpoke an injurious thing of any body, or 
any part of it; he ſat ſolitary and penſive 


with his pipe——looking at his lame leg 
then whiffing out a ſentimental heigh- 
ho ! which mixing with the ſmoke, incom- 


moded-no one mortal, 


He took it like a lamb I ſay. 
In 


. 
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In truth he had miſtook it at firſt ; for 
having taken a ride with my father, that 
very morning, to fave if poſſible a beauti- 
ful wood, which the dean and chapter 
were hewing down to give to the poor *; 
which ſaid wood being in full view of my 
uncle Toby's houſe, and of ſingular ſervice 
to him in his deſcription of the battle of 
HWynnendale—by trotting on too haſtily to 
fave it—upon an uneaſy ſaddleworſe 
Horſe, Sc. &c.. . it had ſo happened, 
that the ſerous part of the blood had got 
'betwixtthe two ſkins, in the nethermoſt 
part of my uncle Toby—the firſt ſhootings 


of which (as my uncle Toby had no experi- 


ence of love) he had taken for a part of the 


paſſion till the bliſter breaking in the one 


caſe and the other remaining my uncle 


Toby was preſently convinced, that his 


Mr. Shazdy muſt mean the poor in pirit: 
inaſmuch as they divided the money amongſt 


themſelves, | 
wound 


) 
wound was not a ſkin-deep-wound - but 
that it had gone to his heart. 


CHAP. XII. 


H E world is aſhamed of being virtu- | 
ous My uncle Taby knew little of 

the world ; and therefore when he felt he | 
was in love with widow Vadman, he had 
no conception that the thing was any more 
to be made a myſtery of, than if Mrs. Vad- 
man had given him a cut with a gap'd 
knife acroſs his finger: Had it been other- 
wife—yet as he ever look'd upon Trim as 
a humble friend; and ſaw freſh reaſons 
every day of his life, to treat him as ſuch 
it would have made no variation in the 
manner in which he informed him of the 
affair, 


K am in love, corporal!ꝰ * my 
uncle Toby. 
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CHAP: XIII. 


N love ſaid the corporal—your ho- 
nour was very well the day before yeſter- 
day, when I was telling your honour the 
ſtory of the King of Bohemia—— Bohemia / 
ſaid my uncle Toby - - muſing a long 
time What became of that ſtory, 
Trim? | | 


We loſt it, an' pleaſe your honour, 
ſomehow betwixt us but your honour 
was as free from love then, as I am 
twas, juſt whilſt thou went'ſt off with the 
wheel-barrow——with Mrs. /adman, quoth - 
my uncle Toby—— She has left a ball here 
added my uncle Toly——pointing.to his 

breaſt 


4 


She can no more, an' pleaſe your 


honour, ſtand a ſiege, than ſhe can ſiy— 
eried the corporal ——— 
But 
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—— hut as we are neighbours, Trim, 
— the beft way I think is to let her know 
it civilly firſt--quoth my uncle Toby. 


Now if I might preſume, ſaid the cor- 
poral, to differ from your honour —— 


—Why elſe, do I talk to thee, Trim: 
ſaid my uncle Toby, mildly———— 


Then I would begin, an' pleaſe your 
honour, with making a good thundering 
attack upon her, in return—and telling her 
civilly afterwards for if ſhe knows any 
thing of your honour's being in love, be- 
fore hand—L—d help her ſhe knows 
no more at preſent of it, Trim, ſaid my 
uncle Toby than the child unborn —— 


Precious ſouls | ——— 


Mrs. Madman had told it with all its 
circumſtances, to Mrs. Bridget twenty- four 
2 hours 
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hours before; and was at that very mo- 
ment ſitting in council with her, touching 
ſome flight miſgivings with regard to the 
iſſue of the affair, which the Devil, who 
never lies dead in a ditch, had put into her 
head—before he would allow half time, to 
get quietly through her, te Deum 


I am terribly afraid, ſaid widow Wad- 
man, in caſe T ſhould marry him, Bridget 
chat the poor captain will not enjoy his 
| health, with the monſtrous wound upon 
his groin 


It may not, Madam, be ſo very large, 
replied Bridget, as you think—and I be- 
lieve beſides, added ſhe——that *tis dried 
up | 


| ——1 could like to know—merely for 


his ſake, ſaid Mrs. J/adman=—— 


— We'll 
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We'll know the long and the broad 
of it, in ten days—anſwered Mrs. Bridget, 
for whilſt the captain is paying his addreſſes 
to you —Pm confident Mr. Trim will be 
for making love to me—and T11 let him as 


much as he will—added Bridget—to get it 
all out of him 


The meaſures were taken at once and 


my uncle Toby and the corporal went on 
with theirs. | 


Now, quoth the corporal, ſetting his 
left hand a kimbo, and giving ſuch a flou- 
riſh with his right, as juſt promiſed ſue- 
ceſs—and no more——if your honour will 


give me leave to lay down the plan of this 
attack ———- 


— — = Thou wilt pleaſe me by it, Trim, 
faid my uncle Toby, exceedingly—and as L 
foreſee thou muſt act in it as my aid de 

F 3 camp, 


* 
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camp, here's a crown, corporal, to begin 
with, to ſteep thy commiſſion, 


Then, an' pleaſe your honour, ſaid the 
corporal (making a bow firſt for his com- 
miffion) — we will begin with getting your 
honour's laced clothes out of the great 
campaign trunk, to be well aired, and have 
the blue and gold taken up at the ſleeves 
——and I'll put your white ramallie-wig 
freſh into pipes—and ſend for a tailor, to 
have your honour's thin ſcarlet breeches 


turned . 


l had better take the red pluſh ones, 
quoth my uncle Toby. — They will be too 
clumſy —ſaid the corporal, 


—— Thou wilt get a bruſh and a little 
chalk to my ſword — T will be only in your 
honour's way, replied Trim, 


„ 


CHAP, XV. 


—But your honour's two razors ſhall be 
new ſet—and I will get my Montero - cap 
furbiſh'd up, and put on poor lieutenant. 
Le Fever's regimental coat, which your ho- 
nour gave me to wear for his ſake—and-ag 
ſoon as your honour is clean ſhaved—and- 
has got your clean ſhirt on, with your 
blue and.gold, or your fine ſcartet—ſome-- 
times one and ſometimes t'other——and- 
every thing is ready for the attack — we'll 
march up boldly, as. if twas to the face of 
a baſtion; and whilſt your honour engages 
Mrs. Madman in the parlour, to the right 
—[T'll attack Mrs. Bridget in the kitchen, 
to the left; and having ſeiz'd that paſs, I'll. 
anſwer for it, ſaid the corporal, ſnapping. 
his fingers over his head—that the day is 
our own. 


F 4 I with 
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I wiſh I may but manage it right; ſaid 
my uncle Toby—but I declare, corporal, I 


had rather march up to the very edge of a 
trench: 


A woman is quite a different thing 
faid the corporal, 


Il ſuppoſe ſo, quoth my uncle Toby. 


CHAP. XVL 
F any thing in this world, which my 
father ſaid, could have provoked my 
uncle Toy, during the time he was in love, 
it was the perverſe uſe my father was al- 
ways making of an expreſſion of Hilarion 
the hermit; who, in ſpeaking of his abſti- 
nence, his watchings, flagellations, and 
other inſtrumental parts of his religion 
would ſay——tho* with more facetiouſneſs 
than became a hermit—** That they were 
the means he uſed, to make his a/} (mean- 
ing his body) leave off kicking.” 


It 
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It pleaſed my father well; it was not 
only a laconic way of expreſſing but of 
libelling, at the ſame time, the deſires and 
appetites of the lower part of us; ſo that 
for many years. of my father's. life, twas 
his conſtant mode of expreflion—he never 
uſed the word paſſions once— but afs always 
inſtead of them—So- that he might be faid 


truly, to have been upon the bones, or the 
back of his own aſs, or elſe of ſame. other 
man's, during all that time. 


I T muſt here obſerve to you, the differ- 
ence betwixt 

My father's aſs | 
and my hobby-horſe——in. order to 
keep characters as ſeparate as may be, in 
our fancies as we go along. 


For my hobby-horſe, if you recollect a 
little, is no way a vicious beaſt; he has 


ſcarce one hair or lineament of the aſs 
i about 


. 

about him—'Tis the ſporting little filly- 
folly which carries you out for the preſent 
hour—a mageot, a butterfly, a picture, a 
fiddleſtick—an uncle Toby's fiege—or an 
any thing, which a-man makes a ſhift to get 
a-ſtride on, to canter it away from the cares 
and ſolicitudes of life Tis as uſeful a 
beaſt as is in the whole creation — nor do 


] really ſee how the world could do with» 
out it 


—But for my father's aſs—oh ! mount 
him mount him mount him (that's 
three times, is it not?) mount him not: 
tis a beaſt concupiſcent——and foul be- 
fall the man, who does not hinder” him 
from kicking. | 
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CHAT. XVH. 


E LL! dear brother Ty, ſaid my: 
father, upon his firſt ſeeing him after 


he fell in love—and how goes it with-your. 
AssE ? 


Now my uncle Ty thinking more of 
the part where he had had the bliſter, than 
of Hilarion's metaphor—and our precon- 
ceptions having, (you know) as great a- 
power over the ſounds of words as the 
ſhapes of things, he had imagined, that my. 
father, who was not very ceremonious in 
his choice of words, had enquired after the 
part by its proper name; ſo notwithſtand- 
ing my mother, doctor Shhp, and Mr. To- 
rich, were ſitting in the parlour, he thought 
it rather civil to conform to the term my 
father had made uſe of than not. When 
a man is hemm'd in by two indecorums, 

5 and 
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and muſt commit one of em I always 
-obſerve—let him choofe which he will, the 
world will blame him ſo I ſhould not be 
aſtoniſhed if it blames my uncle Toby. 


My A— e, quoth my uncle Toby, is 
much better brother Shandy— My fa- 
ther had formed great expectations from 

his Aſſe in this onſet; and would have 
brought him on again; but doctor Slop 
ſetting, up an intemperate laugh - and my 
mother crying out L— bleſs us it drove 
my father's Aſſe off the field and the 
laugh then becoming general there was 
no bringing him back to the charge, for 


And ſo the diſcourſe went on without 
Bim. 


Every body, ſaid my mother, ſays you 
are in love, brother Toly—and we hope it 
is true. i 
bas I am 


En 

I am as much in love, ſiſter, I believe; 
replied my uncle . Toby, as any man uſu- 
ally is—Humpb ! ſaid my father 
And when did you know it? quoth my 
mother 


—When the bliſter broke; replied my 
uncle Toby. | 


My uncle Toby's reply put my father into 
good temper—lſo he charg'd o'foot. | 


CHAP. XVIII. 


A S the ancients agree, brother Toby, 
ſaid my father, that there are two 
different and diſtint kinds of love, ac- 
cording to the different parts which are 
affected by it the Brain or Liver——I 
think when a man is in love, it behoves 
him a little to conſider Which of the tw 
he is fallen into. | 


6 What 
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What ſignifies it, brother Shandy, re- 
plied my uncle Toby, which of the two it 
is, provided it will but make a man marry, 
and love his wife, and get a ſew children. 


A few children! cried my father, 
riſing out of his chair, and looking full in 
my mother's face, as he forced his way be- 
twixt her's and doctor Slop's—a few chil- 
dren | cried my father, repeating my uncle 
Toby's words as he walk d to and fro'— 


— Not, my dear brother Toby, cried my 
father, recovering himſelf all at once, and 
coming cloſe up to the back of my uncle 
Toby's chair not that I ſhould be ſorry 
had'ſt thou a ſcore——on the contrary I 
ſhould rejoice—and be as kind, Toby, to 
every one of them as a father 


My uncle Toby ſtole his hand unperceived 
behind his chair, to give my father's a 
ſqueeze ———— | | 


— Nay, 
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-— Nay, moreover, continued he, keep- 
ing hold of my uncle Toby's hand ſo 
much do'ſt thou poſſeſs, my dear Toby, of 
the milk of human nature, and ſo little of 
its aſperities—'tis piteous the world is not 
peopled by creatures which reſemble thee ; 
and was I an A/iatic monarch, added my 
father, heating himſelf with his new pro- 
jet——I would -oblige thee, provided it 
would. not impair thy ſtrength—or dry up 
thy radical moiſture too faſt—or weaken 
thy memory or fancy, brother Toby, which 
theſe gymnicks inordinately taken, are apt 
to do—elſe, dear Toby, I would procure 
thee the moſt beautiful woman in my em- 
pire, and J would oblige thee, nolens, vo- 
lens, to beget for me one ſubject every 
month 


As my father pronounced the laſt word 


of the ſentence—my mother took a pinch 
of ſnuff. | 
gy Now 


6 
Now I would not, quoth my uncle To, 
get a child, nolens, ualens, that is, whether 

I would or no, to pleaſe the greateſt prince 
upon earth 


And *twould be cruel in me, bro- 
ther Toby, to compell thee; ſaid my father 
but tis a caſe put to ſhew thee, that it 
is not thy begetting a child —in caſe thou 
thould'ſt be able but the ſyſtem of Love 
and marriage thou goeſt upon, which 1 
would ſet thee right in 


There is at leaſt, ſaid Yorict, a great 
deal of reaſon and plain ſenſe in captain 
Sbandy's opinion of love; and 'tis amongft 
the ill ſpent hours of my life which I have. 
to anſwer for, that I have read ſo many 
flouriſhing poets and rhetoricians in my 
time, from whom I never could extract fo 
much 


I wiſb, 
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Iwiſh, Yorick, ſaid my father, you had 
read Plato; for there you would have 
learnt that there are two Lovzs—1 know 
there were two REL1G1ONsS, replied Vorich, 
amongſt the ancients——one— for the vul- 
gar, and another for the learned ; but I 
think ones Love might have 1 both 
of them very well —— — 


It could not ; replied my father—and for 
the fame reaſons : for of theſe Loves, ac- 
cording to Ficinus's comment upon Vela- 
fius, the one is rational | 


the other is natural | 
the firſt ancient—without mother—where 
Venus had pothing to do: the ſecond, be- 


gotten of Jupiter and Dione——— 


—Pray, brother, quoth my uncle Toby, 
What has a man who believes in God to 
do with this? My father could not top 
Vol. VI. G to 


( 8 ) 


to anſwer, for fear of breaking the thread 
ef. his diſcourſe 


| This latter continued he, partakes whol- 


| ly of the nature of Venus. 


Tbe firſt, which is the golden chain let 
down from heaven, excites to love heroic, 
which comprehends in it, and excites to 
the deſire of philoſophy and truth the 
ſecond, excites to deſire, ſimply —— 


I think the proereation of children. 
as beneficial to the world, ſaid Yoreck,. as 
the finding out the longitude 


—— To be ſure, ſaid: my mother, /ove 


keeps peace in the * 


— In the hauſe—my dear, I own—— 


5 - regleniſiics the earth; ſaid wy. mother— 


But it keeps heaven empty—my dear ; 8 


25 * my father. 


» 


— Tis 


(SB 3): 
__ —'Tis Virginity, cried S/, triumph · 
antly, which fills paradiſe, 


Well puſh'd nun ! quoth my father. 


CHAP; XIX. 


\ /T Y father had ſuch a ſkirmiſhing, cut- 

ting kind of a ſlaſhing way with him 
in his diſputations, thruſting and ripping, 
and giving every one a ſtroke to remember 
him by in his turn that if there were 
twenty people in company——1n leſs than 
half an hour he was ſure to haye every one 
of 'em again{t him. 


What did not a little contribute to leave 
bim thus without an ally, was, that if 
there was any one poſt more untenable than 
the reſt, he would be ſure to throw him- 
ſelf- into-it-z and to do him juſtice, . when: 
he was once there, he would defend it ſo 
gallantly, that twould have been a con- 

G. 2: 
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cern, either to a brave man, or a godd- 
natured one, to have ſeen him driven out. 


Yorick, for this reaſon, though he would 


often attack him—yet could never bear to 
do it with all his force. 


Doctor Slaß's V 1RGINITY, in the cloſe 
of the laſt chapter, had got him for once 
on the right fide of the rampart ; and he 
was beginning to blow up all the convents 
in Chriftend:m about Shop's ears, when cor- 
poral Trim came into the parlour to in- 
form my uncle Toby, that his thin ſcarlet 
breeches, in which the attack was to be 
made upon Mrs. Vadman, would not do; 
for that the tailor, in ripping them up, 
in order to turn them, had found they 
had been turn'd before—Then turn them 
again, brother, ſaid my father rapidly, for 


there will be many a turning of 'em vet be- 
Fore all's done in the affair——They are 
Y | | as 
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as rotten as dirt, ſaid the corporal Then 
by all means, ſaid my father, beſpeak a- 
new pair, brother 


for though I know, 
continued my father, turning himſelf to 
the company, that widow Madman has 
been deeply in love with my brother Tc 
for many years, and has uſed every art and 
circumvention of woman to out wit him into 
the ſame paſſion, yet now that ſhe has 
caught him——her fever will be paſs'd its 
height —— | 


* 


he has gain'd her point. : 
In this caſe, continued my father, which 
Plato, Tam perſuaded; never thought of 
Love, you fee, is not ſo much a SEnTt- 
MENT as a SITUATION, into which a 
man enters, as my brother Toby would do, 
into a corps no matter whether he loves 
the ſervice or no— being once in it—— 
he acts as if he did; and takes every ſtep 
to ſhe y himſelf a man of proweſſe. 
. 3. The 


. 
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The hypotheſis, like the reſt of my fa- 
ther's, was plauſible enough, and my uncle 
Toby had but a ſingle word to object to it 
in which Trim ſtood ready to ſecond 
him but my father had not drawn his 
concluſion | 


For this reaſon, continued my father, 
(ſtating the caſe over again) notwithſtand- 
ing all the world knows, that Mrs. Vad- 
man affecis my brother Tohy——and my | 
brother Toby contrariwiſe affetts Mrs. 
HYadman, and no obſtacle in nature to 
forbid the muſic ſtriking up this very 
night, yet will I anſwer for it, that this 
ſelf-ſame tune will not be play'd this 
twelvemonth. O 


We have taken our meaſures badly, 
quoth my uncle Toby, looking up interro- 
gatively in Trim's face. 


/ 


I would 


* 


1 


I would lay my Montero-cap, ſaid Trim 
Now Trim's Montero-cap, as I once 
told you, was his conſtant wager; and 
having furbiſh'd it up that very night, in 
order to go upon the attack - it made the 
odds look more confiderable——I would 
lay, an' pleaſe your honour, my Montero- 
cap to a ſhilling—was it proper, continued 
Trim (making a bow) to offer a wager be- 
fore your honours — : 


here is nothing improper in it, 
ſaid my father — tis a mode of expreſſion; 
for in Taying thou would'ſt lay chy Monterv- 
cap to a ſhilling—all thou meaneſt is this, 
—that thou believeſt— 


——Now, What de' It thou believe? 


That Widow JVadmen, an' pleaſe your 
worſhip, cannot hold i it out ten days— 


G4: | And 
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And whence, cried Slap, jeeringly, haſt 


 thow'all this knowledge of woman, friend? 


By falling in-love with a popiſh clergy- 


. woman ; faid Trim, 


_*Fwas a Beguine, ſaid my uncle Toby. 

Doctor Slip was too much in wrath to 
liſten to the diſtinction; and my father 
taking that very criſis to fall, in helter-- 
ſkelter upon the whole order of Nuns and 
Begnines, a ſet of filly, fuſty baggages- 
Lip could not ftand it and my uncle 
Toby having ſome meaſures to take about 
his breeches—and Yorick about. his fourth 


general diviion—in order for their ſeveral 
attacks next day—the company broke up : 


and my father being left alone, and having 
half an hour. upon his hands betwixt that 


and bed- time; he called for pen, ink, and 


paper, and wrote my uncle Toby che fol- 
lowing letter of inſtructions. 
My 


( 89 „ 


* 


My dear brother Toby, 


HAT I am going to ſay to thee, is. 
upon the nature of women, and of 
love- making to them; and perhaps it is as 
well for thee — thoꝰ not ſo well for me 
that thou. haſt occaſion for a letter of in- 
ſtructions upon that head, and that 1 am 
able to write it to thee. | 


Had it been the good pleaſure of him 
who diſpoſes of out lots —and thou no ſuf- 
ferer by the knowledge, I had been well 
content that thou ſhould'ſt have dipp'd the 
pen. this moment into the ink, inſtead of 
myſelf; but that not being the cale—— 
Mrs. Shandy being now cloſe beſides me, 
preparing for bed——T have thrown. to- 
gether without order, and juſt as they have 
come into my, mind, ſuch hints and docu- 
ments as I deem may be af uſe to thee ; 
intending, in this, to give thee a token of 


wy 
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my love; not doubting, my dear Tohy, of 
the manner in which it will be accepted. 


In the firſt place, with regard to all 
which concerns religion in the affair 
though I perceive from a glow in my cheek, 
that I bluſh as T begin to ſpeak to thee 
upon the ſubject, as well knowing, not- 
withſtanding thy unaffected ſecrecy, how 
few of its offices thou neglecteſt yet L 
would remind thee of one (during the con- 
tinuance of thy courtſhip) in a particular 
manner, which I would not have omitted; 
and that is, never to go forth upon the en- 
terprize, whether it be in the morning or 
the afternoon, without firſt recommending 
thyſelf to the protection of almighty God, 
that he may defend thee from the evil one. 


Shave the whole top of thy crown clean, 
once at leaſt every four or five days, but 
oftner if convenient; leſt in taking off thy 

5 wig 
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wig before her, thro' abſence of mind, ſhe 
ſhould be able, to diſcover how much has 
been cut away by Time——how much by 
Trim, e 


—T were better to keep ideas of bald- 
neſs out of her fancy. 


Always carry it in thy mind, and act 
upon it, as a ſure maxim, Toby 


« That women are timid: And *tis well 
they are——elſe there n be no n 
with them. 


Let not thy breeches be too tight, or 
hang too looſe about thy thighs, like the 
' trunk-hoſe of our anceſtors, 


A juſt medium prevents all con- 
cluſions. 


Whatever thou haſt to ſay, be it more or 
leſs, forget not to utter it in a low ſoft tone 


Oo 
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of voice. Silence, and whatever approaches 
it, weaves dreams of midnight - ſecrecy into 
the brain: For this cauſe, if thou canſt 


help it, never throw down. the tongs and 
poker. | 


Avoid all kinds of. pleaſantry and face- 
tiouſneſs in thy diſcourſe with her, and do 
whatever lies in thy power at the ſame 
time, to keep from her all books and writ- 
ings which tend: thereto.: there are ſome 
devotional tracts, which if thou canſt en- 
tice her to read over — it will be well: but 
ſuffer her not to look into Rabelats, or 
Scarron,. or Don Quixote | 


, 


They are all books which excite 
laugbter; and thou knoweſt, dear Toby, 
that there is no paſſion ſo ſerious as luſt. 


Stick a pin in the boſom of thy ſhirt, 
before thou.entereſt her parlour, 
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And if thou art permitted to fit upon the 
fame ſofa with her, and ſhe gives the oc- 
be- 
ware of taking it thou can'ſt not lay 
thy hand on hers, but ſhe will feel the 
temper of thine. Leave that and as many 


caſion to lay thy hand upon hers 


other things as thou can'ſt, quite undeter- 
mined; by ſo doing, thou wilt have her 
curioſity on thy ſide; and if ſhe is not con- 
quer'd by that, and thy AssE continues 
ſtill kicking, which there is great reaſon to 
ſuppoſe Thou muſt begin, with firſt 
loſing a few ounces of blood below the ears, 
according to the practice of the ancient 
Scythians, who cured the moſt intemperate 
fits of the appetite by that means. 


Avicenna, after this, is for having the 
part anointed with the fyrup of hellebore, 
uling proper evacuations and purges 
and [ believe rightly. But thou muſt eat 
little or no goat's fleſh, nor red deer 


nor 


- ——— —— ——ů— —ð³Ü - 
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nor even foal's fleſh by. any means; and 
carefully abſtain—— that is, as much as 
thou can'ſt, from peacocks, cranes, coots, 
didappers, and water-hens 


As for thy drink —I need not tell thee, 
it muſt. be the infuſion of VERVAIN, and, 
the herb HAN RA, of which lian re- 
lates. ſuch effects but if thy ſtomach palls. 
with it—diſcontinue- it from time to time, 
taking cucumbers, melons, purſlane, water 
lilies, woodbine, and lettice, in the ſtead- 
of them. , 


There is nothing further for thee, which 
occurs to me at preſent 


—Unleſs the breaking out of. a freſh: war 


—So wiſhing every thing, dear fo for 
the beſt, 


I ceſt-thy affectionate brother, | 
f WAT TER Suax br. 


| ( 95. ) 


C HAP. XX. 


W HILS T my father was writing his 

letter of inſtructions, my uncle Toby: 
and the corporal' were buſy in preparing 
every thing for the attack, As the turn- 
ing of the thin. ſcarlet breeches was laid: 
aſide (at leaſt ſor the preſent) there was no- 
thing which ſhould put it off beyond the 
next morning; ſo accordingly it was re- 
ſolv'd upon, for eleven. o'clock, 


Come, my dear, ſaid my father to my 
- mother—'twill- be but like a brother and: 
flter, if you and I take a walk down to my 
brother Toby's to countenance him in 
this attack of his. 


My uncle Toby and the corporal had 
been accoutred both ſome time, When my 
father and mother enter'd, and the clock. 
ſriking eleven, were that moment in mo- 

| {5 IO tion 
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tion to ſally forth — but the account of 
this is worth more, than to be wove into 
the fag end of the eighth volume“ of ſuch 
a work as this. My father had no 
time but to put the letter of inſtructions 


into my uncle Toby's coat- pocket — and 
join with my mother in wiſhing his attack 


proſperous. 


I could like, ſaid my mother, to look 
through the key-hole out of curioſty —— 
Call it by its right name, my dear, quoth 


my father 


And look through the keys hole as long as 
you will. 


| 


CHAP, XXI. 


Call all the powers of time and chance, 
which ſeverally check us in our careers 
in this world, to bear me witneſs, that I 


The eighth volume . with this chap- 


ter i in the former edition. 
could 
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could never yet get fairly to my uncle To- 
þy's amours, till this very moment, that 
my mother's curiofity, as ſhe ſtated the af- 


fair, —or a different impul'e in her, as my 


father would have it—wiſhed her to take a 
peep at them through the key- hole. 


« Call it, my dear, by its right name, - a 


quoth my father, and look through the 
key-hole as long as you will.“ 


Nothing but the fermentation of that 

little ſubacid humour, which I have often 
| ſpoken of, in my father's habit, could have 
vented ſuch an inſinuation—he was how- 
ever frank and generous in his nature, and 
at all times open to conviction ; ſo that he 
had ſcarce got to the laſt word of this un- 
gracious retort, when his conſcience ſmote 
him. 


My mother was then conjugally ſwing- 
ing with her left arm twiſted under his 
Vol. VI. H right, 


—— 
— — — — 
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right, in ſuch wiſe, that the inſide of her 
hand reſted upon the back of his ——ſhe 
raiſed her fingers, and let them fall——ir 
could ſcarce be call'd a tap; or if it was a 
tap 


"*twould have puzzled a caſuiſt to 
ſay, whether it was a tap of remonſtrance, 
or a tap of confeſſion: my father, who was 
all ſenſibilities from head: to foot, claſs'd it 
right—Conſcience- redoubled her blow 
he turned his face ſuddenly the other way, 
and my mother ſuppoſing his body was 
about to turn with it in order to move 

 homewards, by a croſs movement of her 

right leg, keeping her left as its center, 

brought herſelf ſo far in front, that as he 
turned his head, he met her eye——Con- 
fuſion again! he ſaw a thouſand reaſons to 
wipe out the reproach, and as many to re- 
proach himfelf —a thin, blue, chill, pel- 
Jucid chryſtal with all its humours fo at 
reſt, the leaſt mote or ſpeck of deſire might 
have been (cen at the bottom of it, had.it 

| CEexiſted 
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it did not—and how I happen 
to be ſo lewd myſelf, particularly a little 
before the vernal and autumnal equinoxes 
Heaven above knows My mother 


exiſted 


madam—was ſo at no time, either by na- 
ture, by inſtitution, or example, 


A temperate current of blood ran or- 
derly through her veins in all months of 
the year, and in all critical moments both 
of the day and night alike ; nor did ſhe ſu- 
perinduce the leaſt heat into her humours 
from the manual efferveſcencies of devo- 
tional tracts, which having little or no 
meaning in them, nature is oft times obliged 
to find one——And as for my father's ex» 
-ample ! *twas ſo far from being either aid- 
ing or abetting thereunto, that 'twas the. 
whole buſineſs of his life to keep all fancies 
of that kind out of her head—Nature had 
done her part, to have ſpared him this 
trouble; and what was not a little incon+ 

Ai liſtent, 
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ſiſtent, my father knew it And here am! 
ſitting, this 12th day of Augu/? 1766, ina 
purple jerkin and yellow pair of ſlippers, 
without either wig or cap on, a moſt tra- 
gicomical completion of his prediction, 
« That I ſhould neither think, nor act 
like any other man's child, upon that 
very account.“ 


The miſtake of my father, was in at- 
tacking my mother's motive, inſtead of the 
act itſelf : for certainly key-boles were made 
for other purpoſes; and conſidering the 
act, as an act which interfered with a true 
propoſition, and denied a key- hole to be 


what it was =1t became a violation of 


nature; and-was ſo far, you ſee, criminal. 


It is for this reaſon, an' pleaſe your Re- 
verences, That key- holes are the occaſions 
67 more ſin and wickedneſs, than all other 
hes in this world put together. 


— which 


1 
D Which leads me to my uncle -Toby's © 
amours. 


CHAP. XXII. 


oF HOUGH the corporal had been as 
good as his word in putting my uncle. 
Toby's great ramillie-wig into pipes, - yet 
the time was too ſhort to produce any great 
effects from it ; it had lain many years 
ſqueezed up in the corner of his old cam- 
paign trunk; and as bad forms are not ſo 
| eaſy to be got the better of; and the uſe of 
candle-ends not ſo well underſtood, it was 
not ſo pliable a buſineſs as one would have 
wiſhed. The corporal with cheary eye 
and both arms extended, had fallen back 
perpendicular from it a ſcore times, to in- 
ſpire it, if poſſible, with a better air 
had SPLEEN given a look at it, 'twould 
have coſt her ladyſhip a ſmile——it curl'd 
every where but where the corporal would 
H. 3 have 


1 
have it; and where a buckle or two, in 


his opinion, would have done it honour, 
he could as ſoon have raiſed the dead. 


Such it was——or rather ſuch would it 
have ſeem'd upon any other brow ; but the 
ſweet look of goodneſs which ſat upon my 
uncle Toby's, aſſimulated every thing around 
it ſo ſovereignly to itſelf, and Nature had 
moreover wrote GENTLEMAN with fo fair 
a a hand in every line of his countenance, that 
even his tarnifh'd gold-laced hat and huge 
cockade of flimſy taffeta became him; and 
though not worth a button in themſelves, 
yet the moment my uncle Toby put them 
on, they became ſerious objects, and alto- 
gether ſeem'd to have been picked up by 
the hand of Science to ſet him off to ad- 


vantage. 


Nothing in this world could have co- 
operated more poy erfully towards thie, 
dan 
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than my uncle Toby's blue and gold—had- 
not Quantity in ſome meaſure been neceſſary to 
Grace: in a period of fifteen or ſixteen 
years ſince they had been made, by a total 
inactivity in my uncle Toby's life, for he 
ſeldom went farther than the bowling- green 
— his blue and gold had become ſo miſer- 
ably too ſtrait for him, that it was with 
the utmoſt difficulty the corporal was able 
to get him into them: the taking them up 
at the fleeves was of no advantage. — They 
were laced however down the back, and at 
the ſeams of the ſides, &c, in the mode 
of King William's reign; and to ſhorten all 
deſcription, they ſhone ſo bright againſt 
the ſun that morning, and had ſo metal- 
lick, and doughty an air with them, that 
had my uncle Ty thought of attacking in 
armour, nothing could have ſo well im- 
poſed upon his imagiaation, 


H4 As 
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As for the thin ſcarlet breeches, they 


had been unripp'd by the tailor between 
the legs, and left at fixes and ſevens 


Yes, Madam, —but let us govern 
our fancies. © It is enough they were held 
impracticable the night before, and as there 
was no alternative in my uncle Toby's ward» 
robe, he ſallied forth in the red pluſh. 


The corporal had array'd himſelf in poor. 
Le Fevre's regimental coat; and with his 
hair tuck'd up under his Montero- cap, 
which he had furbiſh'd up for the occa- 
ſion, march'd three paces diſtant from his 
maſter ; a whiff of military pride had puff'd 
out his ſhirt at the wriſt ; and upon that 
in a black leather thong clipp'd into a 

taſſel beyond the knot, hung the corpo- 


ral's ſtick— My uncle Toby carried his . 
"ye a pike, 


— 


of: 
It looks well at leaſt; quoth my 
father to himſelf. 


C HAP. XXIII. 


uncle Toby turn'd his head more 

than once behind him, to ſee how 
he was ſupported by the corporal; and 
the corporal as oft as he did. it, gave a 
Night flouriſh with his ſtick —but not va= 
pouringly ; and with the ſweeteſt accent 
of moſt reſpectful encouragement, bid his 
honour © never fear,” - 


Now my uncle Toby did fear; and griev- 
oully too: he knew not (as my father had 
reproach'd him) ſo much as the right end 
of a Woman ſrom the wrong, and there- 
fore was never altogether at his eaſe near 
any one of them—unleſs in ſorrow or diſ- 
treſs ; then infinite was his pity ; nor would 
the moſt courteous knight of romance have 


gone further, at leaſt upon one leg, to 
| have 
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Fave wiped away a tear from a woman's 
eye; and yet excepting once that he was- 
beguiled into it by Mrs. Vadman, he had 
never look d ſtedfaſtly into one; and would 
often tell my father in the ſimplicity of his 
heart, that it was almoſt (if not about) as 
bad as talking bawdy. | 


And ſuppoſe it is? my father would 
ſay, | 


CHAP. XXIV. 


8 HE cannot, quoth my uncle 775%, halt- 
ing, when they had march'd up to 

within twenty paces of Mrs, Wadman's door 

—ſhe cannot, . corporal, take it amiſs.— 


—— dhe will take it, an' pleaſe your ho- 
nour, ſaid the corporal, juſt as the Jew's- 
widow at Liſbon took it of my brother 
Tm, — | 


Ci 


— And 
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—And how was that? quoth my uncle 


Teby, facing quite about to the corporal, 


' Your honour, replied the corporal, 
knows of Tom's misfortunes ; but this af- 
fair has nothing to do with them any fur- 
ther than this, That if Tom had not mar- 
ried the widow——or had it pleaſed God' 
after their marriage, that they had but put 
pork into their ſauſages, the honeſt ſoul had 
never been taken out of his warm bed, and 
dragg'd to the inquiſttion—*Tis a curſed 


place added the corporal, ſhaking his 
head, - when once a poor creature is in, he 


is in, an' pleaſe your honour, for ever. 


*Tis very true; ſaid my uncle Toby, 
looking gravely at Mrs. Vadman's houſe, 


as he ſpoke, 


Nothing, continued the corporal, can be 
ſoſad as confinement for life—or fo ſweet, 


an' — your honour, as liberty. 
Nothing, 


Ws WW) 
Nothing, Trim ſaid my uncle Toby, 
muſing 


Whilſt a man is free cried the corpo- 
ral, giving a flouriſh with his ſtick thus 


8 — 
— * 


As thouſand of my fatber's moft fubt'e © 
ſyllogiſms could not have ſaid more for 
celibacy, 


My: | 


\ 
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My uncle Toby look'd earneſtly towards 


his coitage and his bowling-egreen, 


Tie corporal had unwarily conjured up 
the Spirit of calculation with his wand; 
and he had nothing to do, but to conjure 
him down again with his ſtory, and in this 
form of Exorciſm, moſt uneccleſiaſtically 
«id the corporal do it. | 


CHAP. XXV, 


S Tom's place, an' pleaſe your honour, 
was eaſy—and the weather warm 
it put him upon thinking ſeriouſly of ſet- 
fling bimſelf in the world; and as it fell 
out about that time, that a "Few who kept 
a ſauſage ſhop in the ſame ſtreet, had the 
ill luck to die of a ſtrangury, and leave his 
widow in poſſeſſion of a rouſing trade — 
Jom thought (as every body in Liſbon was 
. doing the beſt he could deviſe for himſelf) 
there 


— 
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there could be no harm in offering her his 
ſervice to carry it on: ſo without any intro- 
duction to the widow, except that of buying 
2 pound of ſauſages at her ſhop Tun ſet 
out- counting the matter thus within him- 
ſelf, as he walk'd along; that let the worſt 
come of it that could, he ſhould at leaſt 
get a pound of ſauſages. for their worth 
but, if-things went well, he ſhould be ſet 
up; inaſmuch as he ſhould get not only a 
pound of ſauſages—but a wife and a 
ſauſage-ſhop, an' pleaſe your honour, into 


the bargain. 


Every ſervant in the family, from high 
to low, wiſh'd Tom ſucceſs; and I can 
Fancy, an' pleaſe your honour, I ſee him 
this moment with his white dimity waiſt- 
coat and breeches, and hat a little o' one 
fide, . paſſing jollily along the ſtreet, ſwing- 
Ang his ſtick, with a ſmile and a cheerful 
word for every body he met: — But alas! 
= Tom! 


{ in 
Tom ! thou ſmileſt no more, cried the cor- 
poral, looking on one fide of him upon the 
ground, as if he apoſtrophized him in his 
dungeon. | 


Poor fellow ! ſaid my uncle Toby, feel- 
ingly. | 


He was an honeſt, light-hearted lad, 


an' pleaſe your honour, as ever blood 
; warm'd | 


Then he reſembled thee, Trim, ſaid 
my uncle Toby, rapidly. 


The corporal bluſh'd down to his fin- 
gers ends—a tear of ſentimental baſhful- 

» neſs—— another of gratitude to my uncle 
Toby——and a tear of ſorrow for his bro- 

. » ther's misfortunes, ſtarted into his eye and 
ran ſweetly down his cheek together; my 

| uncle Toby's kindied as one lamp does at 
, Another; and taking hold of. the breaft of 
Trim's 
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Tyim's coat (which had been that of Le 
Fevre's) as if to eaſe his lame leg, but in 
reality to gratify a finer feeling—he ſtood 
filent for a minute and a half; at the end 
of which he took his hand away, ang the 
corporal making a bow, went on with his 
ſtory of his brother and the Few's widow. 


CHAP, XXVI. 


HEN Tom, an' pleaſe your honour, 

got.to the ſhop, there was nobody 
in it, but a poor negro girl, with a bunch 
of white feathers ſlightly tied to the end of 
a long cane, flapping away flies—not kill- 
ing them ——Tis a pretty picture! ſaid 
my uncle Toby ſhe had ſuffered perſecu- 
tion, Trim, and had learnt merey 


She was good, an' pleaſe your ho- 
nour, from nature as well as from hard- 
in and there are Circumſtances in the 
* 


(uns 
ſtory of that poor friendleſs ſlut that would 
melt a heart of ſtone, ſaid Trim; and 
ſome diſmal winter's evening, when your 
honour is in the humour, they ſhall be told 
you with the reſt of Tom's ſtory, for it 
makes a part of it 


Then do not forget, Trim, ſaid my uncle 
Toby. 


A Negro has a ſoul ? an' pleaſe your ho- 
nour, ſaid the corporal (doubtingly). 


I am not much verſed, corporal, quoth: 
my uncle 7%, in things of that kind; but 
I ſuppoſe, God would not leave him with- 
out one, any more than thee or me 


At would be putting one fadly over 
the head of another, quoth the corporal, 


It would ſo; faid my uncle Toy" 


Why then, an' pleaſe your honour, is a 
Vor. VI. 1 black 


r 
black wench to be uſed worſe than a white 
one? 


Jean give no reaſon, ſaid my uncle 


Only, cried the corporal, ſhaking 
his head, becauſe ſhe has no one to ſtand 
up for her 


is that very thing, Trim, quoth 
my uncle Toby, which recommends her 
to protection and her brethren with 
her; tis the fortune of war which has put 
the whip into our hands n:w——where it 
may be hereafter, heaven knows I- but be 
it where it will, the brave, Trim will not 
uſe it unkindly. | 


- 


—— God forbid, ſaid the corporal. 


Amen, reſponded my uncle Toy, laying 
kis hand upon his heart. 


The 
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The corporal returned to his ſtory, and- 
went on——but with an embarraſſment in 
doing it, which here and there a reader 
in this world will not be able to compre- 
hend ; for by the many ſadden tranſitions 
all along, from one kind and cordial paſſion 
to another, in getting thus far on his way, 
he had loſt the ſportable key of his voice 
which gave ſenſe and ſpirit to his.tale : he 
attempted twice to reſume it, but could 
not pleaſe himſelf; ſo giving a ſtout hem! 
to rally back the retreating ſpirits, and aid- 
ing Nature at the ſame time with his left 
arm a-kimbo on one fide, and with his 
right a little extenced, ſupporting her on 
the other ——the corporal got as near the 
note as he could; and in that attitude, 


continued his ſtory, 


1 2 


F 


CHAP. XXVII. 

S Tem, an' pleafe your honour, had 

no buſineſs at that time with the 
Moriſb girl, he paſſed on into the room 
beyond to talk to the Few's widow about 
love——and. his pound of ſauſages ; and 
being, as 1 have told your honour, an 
open, cheery-hearted lad, with his cha- 
raQter wrote in his looks and carriage, he 
took a chair, and without much apology, 
but with great civility at the fame time, 
placed it cloſe to her at the table, and ſat 
down. 


There is nothing ſo awkward, as court- 
ing a woman, an' pleaſe your honour, 
whilſt ſhe is making ſauſages—+—S0 J 
began a diſcourſe upon them; firſt gravely, 
“ as how they are made——with 
«| what meats, berbs and ſpices” — Then | 


a little 


9 

A little gayly—as, „With what ſkins 
'« and if they never burſt Whether the 
'66 largeſt were not the beſt and fo on 
| taking care only as he went along, to 
ſeaſon what he had to ſay upon ſauſages, 
rather under, than over; — that he might 
have room to act in— 


It was owing to the negleCt of that very 
precaution, ſaid my uncle 20%, Javing his 
hand upon Trim's ſhoulder, That Count 
de la Motte loſt the battle of Znenaale-: he 
preſſed too ſpeedily into the wood; which 
if he had not done, Liſe had not fallen 
into our hands, nor Ghent and Bruges, 
which both followed her example; it was 
ſo late in the year, continued my uncle 
Toby, and fo terrible a ſeaſon came on, that 
if things had not failen out as they did, 
our troops muſt have periſhed in the open 


feld. 


„ — Why 


— 
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——— Why, therefore, may not battles, 
an' pleaſe your honour, as well as mar- 


riages, be made in heaven? —— My uncle 
Toby muſed. 


Religion inclined him to ſay one thing, 
and his high idea of military ſkill tempted 
him to ſay another; ſo not being able to 
frame a reply exactly to his mind my 
uncle Toby ſaid nothing at all; and the 
corporal finiſhed his ſtory. 


As Tom perceiv'd, an' pleaſe your ho- 
nour, that he gained ground, and that all 
he had ſaid upon the ſubject of ſauſages 

was kindly taken, he went on to help her 
_ a little in making them. Firſt, by tak- 


ing hold of the' ring of the ſauſage whilſt 
ſhe ſtroked the forced meat down with her 
hand — then by cutting the ſtrings into 
proper lengths, and holding them in his 
hand, whilſt ſhe took them out one by one 

| —then, 


9) 
then, by putting them acroſs her mouth, 
that ſhe might take them out as ſhe 


wanted them and ſo on from little to 
more, till at laſt he adventured to tie the 


ſauſage himſelf, whilſt ſhe held the ſnout. — . . 


Now a widow, an' pleaſe your ho- 
nour, always chuſes a ſecond huſband as 
unlike the firſt as ſhe can: fo the affair 
was more than half ſettled in her mind be- 
fore Tom mentioned it. 


She made a feint however of defending 
herſelf, by ſnatching up a ſauſage: —Tom 
inſtantly laid hold of another 


But ſeeing Tom's had more griſtle in it 


She ſigned the capitulation and 


Tom ſealed it; and there was an end:of 
the matter, 


I 4 


1 } 


* 


CHAP. XXVIII. 


LL womankind continued Trim, 
| (commenting upon his ſtory) from the 

higheſt to the loweſt, an' pleaſe your ho- 
nour, love jokes; the difficulty is to know 
how they chuſe to have them cut; and 
there is no knowing that, but by trying as 
we do with our artillery in the field, by 
raiſing or letting down their breeches, till 
we hit the mark. — 


—T like the compariſon, ſaid my uncle 
Toby, better than the thing itſelf 


——— Becauſe your honour, quoth the 
-corporal, loves glory, more than pleaſure, 


T hope, Trim, anſwered my uncle Toy, 
T love mankind more than either ; and as 
the knowledge of arms tends ſo apparently 
to the good and quiet of the -world—and 


parti- 
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particularly that branch of it which we 
have practiſed together in our bowling- 
green, has no object but to ſhorten the 
ſtrides of AMBITIONV, and intrench the 
lives and fortunes of the few, from the 


plunderirgs of the many whenever that 
drum beats in our ear, I truſt, corporal, 
we ſhall neither of us want fo much hu- 
-manity and fcllow-feeling as to face about 


and march, 


In pronouncing this, my uncle 75 
faced about, and march'd firmly as at the 
thead of his company and the faithful 
corpora], ſhouldering his ſtick, and ſtriking 
chis hand upon his coat-ſkirt as he took his 
firſt ſtep - march'd cloſe behind him down 
the avenue. 


Now what can their two noddles 

be about? cried my father to my mother 
—by all that's ſtrange, chey are beſieging 
M rs. 
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Mrs. Wadman in form, and are marching 
round her houſe to mark out the lines af 
circumvallation. 


I dare ſay, quoth my mother But 
ſtop, dear Sir for what my mother dared 


to ſay upon the occaſion — and what my 
father did ſay upon it with her replies 
and his rejoinders, ſhall be read, peruſed, 
paraphraſed, commented and diſcanted 
upon or to ſay it all in a word, ſhall 
be thumb'd over by Poſterity in a chapter 
apart 


I ſay, by Poſterity——and care 
not if I repeat the word again—for what 
has this book done more than the Legation 
of Mo ſes, or the Tale of a Tub, that it 
may not ſwim down the gutter of Time 
along with them! ? 


I will not argue the matter: Time 
waſtes too faſt ; every letter I trace tells 
me with what rapidity Life follows my 


pen; 
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pen; the days and hours of it more pre- 
cious, my dear Jenny] than the rubies 
about thy neck, are flying over our heads 
like light clouds of a windy day, never to 
return more 


every thing preſſes on 
whilſt thou art twiſting that lock,—ſee ! 
it grows grey; and every time I kiſs thy 
hand to bid adieu, and every abſence 
which follows it, are preludes to that 
_ eternal ſeparation which we are ſhortly to 
Make, no—_— 


—— Heaven have mercy upon us both? 


C HAP. 


OW, for what the world thinks of 
that ejaculation — ] would not give 
a groat. 
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CHAP, XXX. 
XII mother had gone with her left arm 
twiſted in my father's right, till they 
-had got to the fatal angle of the old gar- 
den wall, where Doctor Slap was over- 


thrown by Obadiah on the coach-horſe: 
as this was directly oppoſite to the front 
of Mrs. Vadman's houſe, when my fa- 
ther came to it, he gave a look acroſs; 
and ſeeing my uncle Toby and the corpo- 
ral within ten paces of the door, he turn'd 
about 


„Let us juſt ſtop a moment, 
„ quoth my father, and ſee with what ce- 
% remonies my brother Tcby and his man 
% Trim make their firſt entry — it will 
not detain us, added my father, a ſingle 
* minute: No matter, if it be ten 


minutes, quoth my mother. 


———-[t will not detain us half a one ; 
ſaid my father. 
The 
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The corporal was juſt then ſetting in 
with the ſtory of his brother Tom and the 
Jew's widow : the ſtory went on—and on 
—-it had epiſodes in it it came back, 
and went on——and on again; there was 


no end of it——the reader found it very 
long 


—— G— help my father ! he piſh'd 
fifty times at every new attitude, and gave 
the corporal's ſtick, with all its louriſhings- 
and danglings, to as many devils as chooſe 
to accept of them. 


When iſſues of events like theſe my fa- 
ther is waiting for, are hanging in the 
ſcales of fate, the mind has the advantage 
of changing the principle of expectation 
three times, without which it would not 
have power to ſee it out. 


Curioſity governs the ft moment ; and 


the ſecond moment is all ceconomy to jul- 
1 tify - 


. + F-.; BY Y 
tify the expence of the firft—and for the 
third, fourth, fifth, and ſixth moments, 
and fo on to the day of judgment—'tis a 
point of HonouR, 


I need not be told, that the ethic writers 
have aſſigned this all to Patience; but that 
VirTvE methinks, has extent of dominion 
ſufficient of her own, and enough to do 
in it, without invading the few diſmantled 
caſtles which Honouk has left him upon 
the eartn. 


My father ſtood it out as well as he 
could with theſe three auxiliaries to the 
end of Trim's ſtory; and from thence to 
the end of my uncle Toby's panegyrick 
vpon arms, in the chapter following it; 
when ſeeing, that inſtead of marching up 
to Mrs. Vadman's door, they both faced 
about and march'd down the avenue dia- 
- metrically oppoſite to his expectation he 
brike 
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broke out at once with that little ſubacid 
ſoreneſs of humour, which, in certain ſitua- 
tions, diſtinguiſhed his character from that 
of all other men, 


CHAP. XXXI. 


« N OW what can their two nod- 
dles be about?” cried my fa- 
ther - So.. 


I dare ſay, ſaid my mother, they are 
making fortifications ——— 


Not on Mrs. Vadman's premiſes [ 
cried my father, ſtepping bacx 


I ſuppoſe not : quoth my mother. 


I wiſh, ſaid my father, raiſing his voice, 
the whole ſcience of fortification at the 
devil, with all its trumpery of ſaps, mines, 
blinds, gabions, fauſſe-brays and cuvetts— 


4 — They 
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—— They are fooliſh. things —ſaid my 
mother. | 


Now ſhe had a way, which by the bye, 

I would this moment give away my purple 
jerkin, and my yellow flippers into the 
bargain, if ſome of your reverences would 


imitate——and that was never to refuſe 
her aſſent and conſent to any propoſition 
my father laid before her, merely becauſe 
ſhe did not underſtand it, or had no ideas 
to the principal word or term of art, upon 
which the tenet or propoſition rolled. She 
contented, herſelf with doing all that her 
godfathers and godmothers promiled for 
her—but no more; and ſo would go on 
uſing a hard word twenty years toge- 
ther and replying to it too, if it was 
a verb, in all its moods and tenſes, with- 
out giving herſelf any trouble to enquire 
about it. p 


This 
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This was an eternal ſource of miſery to 
my father, and broke the neck, at the 
firſt ſetting out, of more good dialogues 
between them, than could have done the 
moſt petulant contradiction the few 


which ſurvived were the better for the 
cuvetts 


* They are fooliſh things ;” * faid * 
mother. 


 —Particularly the cuvetts ; replied my 
father. 


*T was enough—he taſted the ſweet of 
triumph—and went on. 


— Not that they are, properly ſpeaking, 
Mrs, Wadman's premiſes, ſaid my father, 
partly correcting himſelf— becauſe ſhe is 
but tenant for 3 


 — That makes a great difference—ſaid 
my mother — 
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Ana a fool's head, replied my father 


| Unleſs ſhe ſhould happen to have a child 
—ſaid my mother 


But ſhe muſt . my riches: 
Toby firſt to get her one 


Io be ſure, Mr. Shanay, * my 
Wen | 


* —— Though if it comes to petſuaſ on 
E ſaid my father— Lord have mercy* upon 
them. 


Amen: faid my mother, piano. 
; Amen: cried. my father, fortiſſims. 


Amen: ſaid my mother again but with- 
ſuch a ſighing cadence of perſonal pity at 
the end of it, as diſcomfited every fibre 
about my father——he inſtantly took out 
a, go: „ 77 . 49 as 


(i n) | 
kis almanack ; but before he could untie 
it, Yoric's congregation coming out of 
church, became a full anſwer to one half 
of his buſineſs with it——and my mother 
telling him it was a ſacrament day left 
him as little in doubt, as to the other part: 
— He put his almanack into his pocket. 


The firſt Lord of the Treaſury thinking 
of ways and means, could not have returned 
home, with a more embarraſſed look. 


CHAP. XXXII. 


1 PON looking back from the end of 

the laſt chapter, and ſurveying the 
texture of what has been wrote, it is ne- 
ceſſary, that upon this page and the five 
following, a good quantity of heterogene - 
ous matter be inſerted, to keep up that juſt 
balance betwixt wiſdom and ſolly, without 
which a book would not hold together a 
Foy K 2 ſingle. 
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ſingle year: nor is it a poor creeping di- 
greſſion (which but for the name of, a man 
might continue as well going an in the 
; king's highway) which will do the buſineſs 
no; if it is to be a digreſſion, it muſt 
be a good friſky one, and upon a friſky 
ſubject too, where neither the horſe or his 
rider are to be caught, but by rebound. 


The only difficulty, is raiſing powers 
ſuitable to the nature of the ſervice : 
Fancy is capricious—W1T muſt not be 
ſearched for—and PLEASANTRY (good- 
natured ſlut as ſhe is) will not come in at 
a call, was an empire to be laid at her feet, 


| — The beſt way far a man, is to Ry his 
prayers 


Only if it puts him in mind of his infir- 
mities and defects, as well ghoſtly as bo- 
Ai y—for that purpoſe, he will find him- 
ſelf 


1 
felf rather worſe after he has ſaid them 
than before—for other purpoſes, better. 


For my own part there is not a way 
either moral or mechanical under heaven 
that I could think of, which I have not 
taken with myſelf in this caſe : ſometimes 
by addreſſing myſelf directly to the ſoul 
herſelf, and arguing the point over and 
over again with her upon the extent of her 
, own faculties 


l never could make them an inch 


the wider —— 
Then by changing my ſyſtem, and try- 
ing what could be made of it upon the 
body, by temperance, ſoberneſs and chaſ- 
tity: Theſe are good, quoth I, in them- 
ſelves - they are good, abſolutely they 
are good, relatively ;—they are good for' 
health they are good for happineſs in 
K 3 this 
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this world—they are good for happineſs in 
the next 


In ſhort, they were good for every thing 
but the thing wanted ; and there they were 
good for nothing, but to leave the ſoul juſt 
as heaven made it; as ſor the theological 
virtues of faith and hope, they give it cou- 
rage; but then that ſniveling virtue of 
Meekneſs (as my father would always. call 
it) takes it quite away again, ſo you are 
exactly where you ſtarted. 


* 


Now in all common and ordinary caſes, 
there is nothing which I have found to 
anſwer fo well as this 


—— Certainly, if there is any depend- 
ence upon Logic, and that I am not blind- 
ed by ſelf-love, there muſt be ſomething of 
true genius about me, , merely upon this 

ſymptom of it, that I do not know what 


"ENVY 


* 
, 


1 
"envy is: for never do I hit upon any in- 
vention or device which tendeth to the fur - 
therance of good writing, but I inſtantly 
make it public; willing that all mankind 
ſhould write as well as myſelf. 


Which they certainly will, when, 
they think as little, 


CHA P. xxx. 
; OW in ordinary caſes, that is, when 
: I am only ſtupid, and the thoughts 
Tiſe heavily and paſs gummous through my 
— OR i 


Or that I am got, I know not how, into 
-a cold unmetaphorical vein of infamous 
writing, and cannot take a plumb-lift out 
of it for my ſoul; ſo muſt be obliged to go 
-on writing like a Dutch commentator'to the 
end of the chapter, 'unleſs ſomething be 


©. 


I never ſtand conferring with pen and 
ink one moment ; for if a pinch of ſnuff or 
a ſtride or two acroſs the room will not do 
the buſineſs for mel take a razor at 
once ; and having tried the edge of it upon 
the palm of my hand, without further ce- 
remony, except that of fiſt Jathering my 
beard, I ſhave it off; taking care only if I 
do leave 2 hair, that it be not a grey one: 
this done, I change my fhirt——put on a 


better coat—ſend for my laſt wig put 
my topaz ring upon my finger; and in a 
word, dreſs myſelf from one end to the 
other of me, after my beſt falhion, | 


Now the devil in hell muſt be in it, if 
this does not do: for conſider, Sir, as 
every man chuſes to be preſent at the ſhay- 
ing of his own beard (though there is no 
Tule without an exception) and- unavoid- 
ably fits overagainſt himſelf the whole time 
it is doing, in caſe he has a hand in it 

the 


1 
the Situation, like all others, has notions 
of her own to put into the brain, _— 


—T maintain it, the conceits of a rough- 
bearded man, are ſeven years more terſe 
and juvenile for one ſingle operation; and 
if they did not run a riſk of being quite 
ſhaved away, might be carried up by con- 
tinual ſhavings, to the higheſt pitch of ſu- 
blimity— How Homer could write with ſo 
long a beard, I don't know——and as it 
makes againſt my hypotheſis, I as little 
care—But let us return to the Toilet. 


Ludovicus Sorbonenſis makes this entirely 
an affair of the body (efw]sprx1 ποe¹σj˙ as 
he calls it but he is deceived: the ſoul 
and body are joint tharers in every thing 


they get: A man cannot dreſs, but his 
ideas get cloth'd at the ſame time; and if 
he dreſſes like a gentleman, every one of 
them ſtands preſented to his imagination, 

gen- 


e 
genteelized along with him ſo that he 


thas nothing to do, but take his pen, and 
write like himſelf. | 


For this cauſe, when your honours and 
reverences would know whether I writ 
clean and fit to be read, you will be able 
to judge full as well by looking into my 
Laundreſs's bill, as my book: there was 
one ſingle month in which I can make it 
appear, that I dirtied one and thirty ſhirts 
with clean writing; and after all, was more 
abus'd, curs'd, cxiticis'd and confounded, 
-and had more myſtic heads ſhaken at me, 
for what I had wrote in that one month, 
than in all the other months of that year 
put together. 


——But their honours and reverence? 
had not ſeen my bills, 
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"CHAP. XXXIV. 


ASI never had any intention of begin- 
ning the Digreſſion, I am making all 
"this preparation for, till I come to the 
:thirty-fifth chapter I have this chapter 
to put to whatever uſe I think proper- 

I have twenty this moment ready for it— 
T could write my chapter of Button-holes 
In it 


1 tend r 3 * ty Fi be 


Or my chapter of Piſbes, which ſhoald 
follow them 


Or my chapter of Knots, in caſe their re- 
verences have done with them they 
might lead me into miſchief : the ſafeſt 
way is to follow the track of the learned, 
and raiſe objeQions againſt what I have 
been writing, tho' I declare beforehand, I 
know no more than my heels how to an- 
ſwer them. 


4 


And 


24 
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And firſt, it may be ſaid, there is a pelt- 
ing kind of therſitical ſatire, as black as the 
very ink 'tis wrote with——(and by the 
bye, whoever ſays ſo, is indebted to the 
muſter-maſter general of the Grecian army, 
for ſuffering the name of ſo ugly and foul- 
mouth'd a man as Ther/ites to continue 
upon his roll—— for it has furniſhed him 
with an epithet) ——in theſe productions 
he will urge, all the perſonal waſhings and 
ſcrubbings upon earth do a ſinking genius 
no ſort of good but juſt the contrary, 
inaſmuch as the dirtier the fellow is, the 
better generally he ſucceeds in it. 


To this,, I have no other anſwer at 
leaſt ready——but that the Archbiſhop of 
Beneventa wrote his na/ly Romance of the 
Galarea, as all the world knows, in a pur- 
ple coat, waiſtcoat, and purple pair of 
breeches; and that the penance ſet him 
of writing a commentary upon the book of 

RIS the 
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the Revelations, as ſevere as it was look'd 
upon by one part of the world, was far 
from being deem'd ſo, by the other, upon 
the ſingle account of that Inugſiment. 


Another objection, to all this remedy, 
is its wants of univerſality ; foraſmuch as 
the ſhaving part of it, upon which ſo much 
ſtreſs is laid, by an unalterable law of na- 


ture excludes one half of the ſpecies en- 
tirely from its uſe: all I can ſay is, that 


female writers, whether of England or of 
France, muſt e en go without iti 


As for the Spaniſh ladies] am in ng 
fort of diſtreſs ——— 
* 
CHAP. XXXV, 
HE thirty- fifth chapter is come at 
_ laſt; and brings nothing with it but a 
ſad ſignature of How our pleaſures ſlip 
„from under us in this world!“ | 


For 
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For in talking of my digreffion—1 de- 
elare before heaven I have made it! What 
a ſtrange creature is mortal man ! ſaid ſhe, 


Tis very true, ſaid I- but 'twere bet- 
ter to get all theſe things out of our heads, 
me return to my. de T oby. 


0 H A P. XXXVI. 


W HEN my uncle Toby and the corpo- 

ral had marched down to the bot- 
tom of the avenue, they recollected their 
buſineſs lay the other way; ſo they faced 
About and marched up. * to Mrs. 


Wadman's door. 
* 


I warrant your honour; ſaid the corpo- 
ral, touching his Montero- cap with his 
hand, as be paſſed him in order to give a 
knock at the door My uncle Thy, con- 
trary to his invariable way of treating his 
faithful ſervant, faid nothing good or bad: 
the 


* : 
be + 


N) | 
me truth was, he had not altogether mar- 
ſhal'd his ideas; he wiſh'd for another 
conference, and as the corporal was mount- 
ing up the three ſteps before the door— 


he hem'd twice——a portion of my uncle 
Toby's moſt- modeſt ſpirits fled, at each ex- 
pulſion, towards the corporal ;. he ſtood 
with the- rapper of the door ſuſpended fot 
a full minute in his band, he ſcarce knew. 
why. Bridget ſtood perdue within, with, 
her. finger and her thumb upon the latch, 
benumb'd with expectation; and Mrs... 
Madman, with an eye ready to be de- 
flowered. again, ſat breathleſs behind the 
window. cui tain of her bed- chamber, watch- 
ing their approach, . a 
in / faid: my uncle 76)——büt as. 
he articulated the word, the minute ex- 
pired, and Trim let fall the rapper. : 

Nin Doris dh, ; © 2% Wo: 
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My uncle Toby perceiving that all hopes 
of a conference were knock'd on the head 


by it—whiſtled Lilla-bullero. 


C. HAP. XXXVII. 


S Mrs. Bridget's finger and thumb 

were upon the latch, the corporal did 
not knock as oft as perchance your ho- 
nour's tailor—] might have taken my ex- 
ample ſomething nearer home; for I owe 
mine, ſome five and twenty pounds at leaſt, 
and wonder at the man's patience—— 


—- But this is nothing at all to the 
world: only tis a curſed thing to be in 
debt ; and there ſeems to be a fatality in 
the exchequers of ſome poor princes, par- 
ticularly thoſe of our houſe; which no 
Economy can bind down in irons for my 
own part, I'm perſuaded there is not any 

: one 


{ tn) | 
vine prince, prelate, pope, or potentate; 


great or (mall upon earth, more deſirous 


in his heart of keeping ſtreight with the 
world than, I am——or who takes more 
likely means for it. I never give above 
half a guinca——or walk with boots——or 
cheapen tooth picks. —0or lay out a ſhilling 
upon a band-box the year round; and for 
the fix months I'm in the country, I'm 
upon fo ſmait a ſcale, that with all the good 
temper in the world, I outdo Rouſſeau, a 
bar length ſor I keep neither man or boy, 
or horſe, or cow, or dog, of cat, or any 
thing that can eat or drink, except a thin 
poor piece of a Veſtal (to keep my fire in} 
and who has generally as bad an appetite 


as myſelf but if you think this makes a 
philoſopher of me I would not, my 
good people ! give a ruſh for your judg- 
ments. | 


Vol. VI. L True 
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True philoſophy—but there is no treat- 
ing the ſubject whilſt my uncle is whiſtling 
Lillabullero. 


Leet us go into the houſe. 


. 
C HAP. XXXVIII. 
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CHAP. XXXIX. 
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CHAP... XL. 
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You ſhall ſee the very place, Ma- 
dam; ſaid my uncle Toby. | 


Mrs. Wadman bluſh dd ——look'd to- 
wards the door—turn'd pale——bluſh'd 
Nightly again——recovered her natural co- 
lour——bluſh'd worſe than ever; which, 


for the ſake of the unlearned reader, I: 
tranſlate thus ——— © 


L 3 «K Land/ 


11 
= L—d! I cannot look at i. 
hat would the world ſay if I los#'d at it? 
« [ ſhould drop down, if I look'd at t— 


&« [ wiſh J could lock at it 
« There can be no ſin in loating at it, 
— an. GC I will lock at gs” 


Whilſt all this was running through 
Mrs. 1/2dman's imagination, my uncle Toby 
had -riſen from the ſofa, and got to the 
other ſide of the parlour door, to give 
Trim an order about it in the paſſage— 


%% & „ e S $S # 
5:0, 0 


| believe it is in the garret, 
ſaid my uncle Tobhy——I1 ſaw it there, an' 
pleaſe your honour, this morning, anſwered 
 Trim—Thea prithee, ſtep directly for it, 
Trim, ſaid my uncle,? oby, and bring it in- 


to the parlour, 


The corporal d:d not approve of the 
orders, but. moſt cheerſully obey'd them. 
| The 


( 151 ) 
The firſt was not'an act of his will—the 
ſecond was; ſo he put on his Montero- cap, 
and went as faſt as bis lame knee would 
let him. My uncle Joby returned into the 


parlour, and fat himſelf down again upon 
the ſofa. 


-You ſhall lay your finger upon the 
place —ſaid my uncle Toby, — I will not 
touch it, however, quoth Mrs. Wadman 
to herſelf, 


This requires a ſecond tranſlation ; —— 
it ſhews what little knowledge is got by 
mere words We muſt go up to the firſt 
ſprings. 


Now in order to clear up the miſt 
which hangs upon theſe three pages, I 
muſt endeavour to be as clear as poſlible 
myſelf, 


L 4 | Rub 
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Rub your hands thrice acroſs your fore- 
heads —blow your noſes——clcanſe your 
emunctot ies ſneeze, my good people! 
God bleſs you 


"ou vive me al the help you can. 


CHAP. XII. 


S there are fiſty different ends (count- 

ing all ends in—as well civil as reli- 
gious) for which a woman takes a huſ- 
"band, . ſhe firſt ſets about and carefully 
weighs, then ſcparates and diſtinguiſhes in 
her mind, which of all that number of 
ends, is hers: then by diſcourſe, enquiry, 
argumentation and inference, ſhe inveſti- 
gates and finds out whether ſhe has got 
hold of the right one—and if ſhe has 
then, by pulling it gently this way and that 
way, ſhe further forms a judgment, whe- 
ther it will not break. in the drawing. 


> 


The 
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Tbe imagery under which Slawkenber+ 
gius impreſſes this upon his reader's fancy, 
in the beginning of his third Decad, is ſo 
ludicrous, that the honour I bear the ſex, 
will not ſuffer me to quote it—otherwiſe 
tis not deſtitute of humour. 


« She firſt, faith Slawkenbergius, ſtops 
the aſſe, and holding his halter in her left 
hand (leſt he ſhould get away) ſhe thruſts 
her right hand into the very bottom of his 
pannier to ſearch for it For what! — 
you'll not know the ſooner, quoth gee? 
kenbergius, for 1 r e 0 —— 


1 have nothing, good Lady, but empty 
„ bottles ;” ſays the alle. | 


% I'm loaded with tripes ;” fays the ſe⸗ | 
rond, 


And thou art little better, quoth 
the to the third; for nothing is chere in 
thy 
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thy panniers but trunk-hoſe and pantofles 
Hand ſo to the fourth and fifth, going on 
one by one through the whole ſtring, til 
coming to the aſſe which carries it, ſhe 
turns the pannier upſide down, looks at 
it —conſiders it - ſamples it—meaſures it. 
ſtretches it wets it dties it then 
takes her teeth both to the warp and weft 
of it—— 


— Of what ? for the love of Chriſt ! 


I am determined, anſwered Slawtkenber- 
ius, that all the powers upon earth ſhall 
never wring that ſecret from my breaſt. 


U 


CHAP. XLII. 


VE live in a world beſet on all ſides 
: with myſteries and riddles—and fo 
tis no matter—elſe it ſeems ſtrange, that 
Nature, who makes every thing ſo well to 
anſwer its deſtination, and ſeldom or ne- 

ver 


( 9.3 

ver errs, unleſs for paſtime, in giving ſuch 
. forms and aptitudes to whatever paſſes 
through her hands, that whether ſhe de- 
ſigns for the plough, the caravan, the cart 
—or whatever other creature ſhe models, 
be it but an aſſe's foal, you are ſure to have 
the thing you wanted ; and yet at the ſame 
time ſhould ſo eternally bungle it as ſhe 
does, in making ſo ſimple a thing as a 
married man. 


Whether it is in the choice of the clay 
——or that it is frequently ſpoiled in the 
baking ; by, an exceſs of which a huſband 
may turn out too cruſty (you know) on 
one hand—or not enough ſo, through de- 


fect of heat, on the other——or whether 
this great Artificer is not ſo attentive to 


the little Platonic exigencies of that part of 
the ſpecies, for whoſe uſe ſhe is fabricating 
thi:—or that her Ladyſhip ſometimes ſcarce 
&nows what fort of a huſband will do 

I know 
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thy panniers but trunk-hoſe and pantofles 
Hand ſo to the fourth and fifth, going on 
one by one through the whole ſtring, til 
coming to the aſſe which carries it, ſhe 
turns the pannier upſide down, looks at 
it—conſiders it—ſamples it—meaſures i. 
ſtretches it—wets it——dries it——then 
takes her teeth both to the warp and weft 
of it—— 


» Of what? for the love of Chriſt ! 


J am determined, anſwered $lawkenber- 
ius, that all the powers upon earth ſhall 
never wring that ſecret from my breaſt. 


CHAP. XLII. 


WE live in a world beſet on all ſides 
: with myſteries and riddles—and fo 
tis no matter—elſe it ſeems ſtrange, that 
Nature, who makes every thing ſo well to 
anſwer its deſtinatian, and ſeldom or ne- 
| ver 
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ver errs, unleſs for paſtime, in giving ſuch 
. forms and aptitudes to whatever paſſes 
through her hands, that whether ſhe de- 
ſigns for the plough, the caravan, the cart 
—or whatever other creature ſhe models, 
be it but an aſle's foal, you are ſure to have 
the thing you wanted ; and yet at the ſame 
time ſhould ſo eternally bungle it as ſhe 
does, in making ſo ſimple a thing as a 
married man. 


Whether it is in the choice of the clay 
r that it is frequently ſpoiled in the 
baking ; by, an exceſs of which a huſband 
may turn out too cruſty (you know) on 
one hand—or not enough ſo, through de- 


fect of heat, on the other——or whether 
this great Artificer is not ſo attentive to 


the little Platonic exigencies of that part of 
the ſpecies, for whoſe uſe ſhe is fabricating 
thic—or that her Ladyſhip ſometimes ſcarce 
knows what fort of a huſband will do 

I know 


16 
I know not: we will diſcourſe about it 
after ſupper. 


It is enough, that neither the obſerva- 
tion itſelf, or the reaſoning upon it, are at 
all to the ter Wen rather againſt it ; 
ſince with regard to my uncle T:by's fit- 
neſs for the marriage ſtate, nothing was 
ever better: ſhe had formed him of the 
beſt and kindlieſt clay — had temper'd it 
with her own milk, and breathed into it the 
ſweeteſt ſpirit—ſhe had made him all gentle, 
generous and humane ſhe had fill'd his 
heart with truſt and confidence, and diſ- 
poſed every paſſage which led to it, for the 
communication of the tendereſt offices | 
ſhe had moreover conſidered the other cauſes 
for which matrimony was ordained —— 


And accondingly * #8 @ 6 
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a # %* „ % „ „% „ „ „ 
S 
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The DONATION was not defeated by 
my uncle Teby's wound. 

Now this laſt article was ſome what apo- 
cryphal; and the Devil, who is the great 
diſturber of our faiths in this world, had 
raiſed ſcruples in Mrs, Fadmarn's brain 
about it; and like a true devil as he was, 
had done his own work at the ſame time, 
by turning my uncle Toby's Virtue there- 
upon into nothing but empty Bottles, tripes, 
trunk-hoſe, and pantofees. 


CHAP. XLII. 
RS. Bridget had pawn'd all the little 


ſtock of honour a poor chambermaid 
was worth in the world, that ſhe would 
get to the bottom of the affair in ten days; 
and it was built upon the moſt concef- 
ſible prſiulatum in nature: namely, that 
whilſt my uncle Toby was making love te 
I 7 her © 


e 
her miſtreſs, the corporal could find no- 
thing better to do, than make love to her 
% And PII bet him as much as he will,” 
ſaid Bridget, . ta get it out of him,” 


Friendſhip has two garments ; an outer, 
and an under one. Bridget was ſerving her 
miſtreſs's intereſts in the one—and doing 
the thing which moſt pleaſed herſelf in 
the other ; ſo had as many ſtakes depend- 
ing upon my uncle Toby's wound, as the 
Devil himſelf —— Mrs. Wadman had but 
and as it poſſibly might be her laſt 
(without diſcouraging Mrs, Bridget, or dil- 
crediting her talents) was determined to 
play her cards herſelf, 


one 


She wanted not encouragement : a child 
might have look'd into his hand there 
was ſuch a plainneſs and ſimplicity in bis 
playing out what trumps he had——with 
ſuch an unmiſtruſting ignorance of the ter 
ace— 
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ace and ſo naked and defenceleſs did he 
ſit upon the ſame ſofa with widow Vad- 
man, that a generous heart would have 
wept to have won the game of him. 


Let us drop the metaphor. 


CHAP. MW. 


— ND the ſtory too—if you pleaſe : 

for though I have all along been 
haſtening towards this part of it, with ſo 
much earneſt deſire, as well knowing it to 
be the choiceſt morſe] of what I had to 
offer to the world, yet now that I am got 
to it, any one is welcome to take my pen, 
and go on with the ſtory for me that will 
I ſee' the difficulties of the deſcriptions 
I'm going to give—and feel my want of 
powers. | 


It is one comfort at leaſt to me, that I 
loſt ſome fourſcore ounces of blood this 
8 week 
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week in a moſt unctitical fever which at- 
tacked me at the beginning of this chap- 
ter; fo that I have ſtill fome hopes re- 
maininp, it may be more in the ſerous or 
globular parts of the blood, than in the 
ſubtile aura of the brain be it which it 
will -an Invocation can do no hurt and I 
leave the affair entirely to the inveted, to 
inſpire or to inject me according as he fees 


*. 


THE 
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THE INVOCATION. 


'EN T LE Spirit of ſweeteſt humour, 

who erſt didſt fit upon the eaſy pen of 

my beloved CER VANTES ; Thou who 
glided'ſt daily through his lattice, and 
turned'ſt the twilight of his priſon into 
noon-day brightneſs by thy preſence———- 
tinged'ſt his little urn of water with heaven- 
ſent Nectar, and all the time he wrote of 
Sancho and his maſter, didſt caſt thy myſtic 
mantle o'er his wither'd * ſtump; and 
wide extended it to all the evils of bis 
life- & 


Turn in hither; I befeech thee! — 
behold theſe breeches !——they are all I: 
have in the world that piteous rent was 
given them at Lyons 


„ — 


[ —̃ — 


* He loſt his hand at the battle of Lepanto. 
Vor. VI. M. My- 
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My fhirts ! ſee what a deadly ſchiſm has 
happen'd amongſt '*'em—for the laps are in 


Lombardy, and the reſt of 'em here — 
never had but fix, and a cunning gypſey of 
a laundreſs at Milan cut me off the fore- 
laps of five—To do her juſtice, ſhe did it 
with ſome conſideration 
turning cut of [taly. 


for I was re- 


And yet, notwithſtanding all this, and 

a piſtol tinder-box which was moreover 
filch'd from me at Sienna, and twice that I 
paid five Pauls for two hard eggs, once at 
Raddicoffini, and a ſecond time at Capua— 
] do not think a journey through France 
and [taly, provided a man keeps his tem- 
per all the way, ſo bad a thing as ſome 
people would make you believe: there muſt 
be ups and downs, or how the deuce ſhould 
we get into vallics. where Nature .ſpreads 
ſa.many tables of entertainment. —_ 
nonſenſe to imagine they will lend you 
their 


6 
their voitures to be ſhaken to pieces for no- 
thing ; and unleſs you pay twelve ſous for 
grealing -your wheels, how ſhould the 
poor peaſant get butter to his bread ? — 
We really expect too much—and for the 
livre or two above par for your ſuppers 
and bed—at the moſt they are but one 
ſhilling and nine pence halfpenny - who 
would embroil their philoſophy for it? for 
heaven's and for your own ſake, pay it— 
pay it with both hands open, rather than 
leave Diſappointment ſitting drooping upon 
the eye of your fair Hoſteſs and her Dam- 
ſels in the gateway, at your departure 
and beſides, my dear Sir, you get a ſiſterly 


kiſs of each of 'em worth a pound at 
leaſt I did 


For my uncle Toby's amours run- 
ning all the way in my head, they had the 
ſame effect upon me as if they had been 
wy own—l was in the moſt perfect {tare 

M 2 of 
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of bounty and good- will; and felt the 
kindlieſt harmony vibrating within me, 
with every oſcillation. of the chaiſe alike ;. 
fo. that whether the roads were rough or 
ſmooth, it made no difference; every thing. 
I faw, or had to do with, touch'd upon 
ſome ſecret ſpring either of ſentiment or: 
rapture. 


| — They were the ſweeteſt notes I ever 
heard ; and J inſtantly let down. the fore- 
laſs to hear them more diſtin&ly "Tis 
Maria; ſaid the poſtilion, obſerving I was 
liſtening — Poor Maria, continued be, 


(leaning his body on one ſide to let me ſee 
her, for he was in a line betwixt us) is ſit- A 
ting upon a bank playing her veſpers upon 
her pipe, with her little goat beſide her. 


| The young fellow utter'd this. with an 
accent and a look ſo perſectly in tune to a 

feeling heart, that I inſtantly made a vow, 
1 6 I would 
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T would give him a four and twenty ſous 
piece, when I got to Moulin 


And who is pwr Maria? faid J. 


The love and pity of all the villages 
around us; faid the poſtilion it is but 
three years ago, that the ſun did not ſhine 
upon ſo fair, ſo quick-witted and amiable 
a maid ; and better fate did Maria deſerve, 
'than to have her Banns forbid, by the in- 
trigues of the curate of the pariſh who pub- 
-liſhed them 


He was going on, when Maria, who 
mad made a ſhort paute, put the pipe to 
Her mouth and began the air again—they 
were the ſame notes z—yet were ten times 
Tweeter : It is the evening ſervice to the 
Virgin, faid the young man——but who 
Has taught her'to play it—or how ſhe came 


by her pipe, no-one knows ; we think that 
M 3 Heaven 


( 266 ) 


Heaven has aſſiſted her in doth ; for ever 
ſince ſhe has been unſettled in her mind, it 
ſeems her only conſolation—ſhe has never 
once had the pipe out of her hand, but 


plays that ſervice upon it almoſt night and 
day. | 


The poſtilion delivered this with ſo 
much diſcretion and natural eloquence, 
that I could not help decyphering ſome- 
thing in his face above his condition, and 
ſhould have ſifted out his hiſtory, had not 
poor Maria's taken ſuch full poſleſſion of 
me. 


We had got up by this time almoſt to 
the bank where Maria was ſitting: ſhe 
was in a thin white jacket with her hair, 
all but two treſſes, drawn up into a filk 
net, with a few olive leaves twiſted a little 


fantaſtically on one ſide——ſhe was beau- 
tiful; and if ever I felt the full force of 
an 
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an honeſt heart-ache, it was the moment I 
ſaw her 


—God help her ! poor damſel ! above 
a hundred maſſes, ſaid the poſtilion, have 
been ſaid in the ſeveral pariſh churches and 
convents around, for her, but without 
effect; we have ſtill hopes, as ſhe is ſenſi- 
ble for ſhort intervals, that the Virgin at 
laſt will reſtore her to herſelf ; but her 
parents, who know her beſt, are hopeleſs 
upon that ſcore, and think her ſenſes are 
loſt for ever. 


As the poſtilion- ſpoke this, Marta 
made a cadence ſo melancholy, ſo tendet 
and querulous, that I ſprung out of the 
chaiſe to help her, and found myſelf ſitting. 
betwixt her and her goat before I relapſed 
from my enthuſiaſm, 


MARITA look'd wiſhfully for ſome time 
at me, and then at her goat — and then 
M 4 at 
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at me——and then at her goat again, and 
ſo on, alternately 


'reſemblance do you find ? 


1 do intreat the candid reader to believe 
me, that it was from the humbleſt con- 
viction of what a:Bea/{ man is, —that I 
-aſk'd the queſtion ; and that I would not 
have let fallen an unſeaſonable pleaſantry 
in the venerable preſence of Miſery, to be 
entitled to all the wit that ever Rabelais 
ſcatter'd——and yet Ion my heart ſmote 
me, and that I ſo ſmarted at the very idea 
of it, that I ſwore I would ſet up for Wiſ- 
dom, and utter grave ſentences the reſt of 
my days——and never never attempt 
again to commit mirth with man, woman, 
or child, the longeſt day d had to live. 
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As for writing nonſenſe to them——l 
believe, there was a reſerve but that T 
leave to the world, 


Adieu, Maria /—adieu, poor hapleſs | 
damſel !——fome time, but not nw, I 
may hear thy ſorrows from thy own lips 
but I was deceived ; for that moment 
the took her pipe and told me ſuch a tale 
of woe with it, that I roſe up, and with 
broken and irregular ſteps walk'd ſoſtly ts 
my chaiſe, 


What an excellent inn at Moulins“ 


CH AP. XLV. 


WHEN we have got to the end of 

this chapter (but not before) we 
muſt all turn back to the two blank chap- 
ters, on the account of which my honoug 


has lain bleeding this half hour! ftop 
its 


a0 }-. 

I, by pulling off one of my yellow ſtip- 
pers and throwing it with all my violence 
to the oppoſite ſide of my room, with a 
declaration at the heel of it 


That whatever reſemblance it may 
bear to half the chapters which are written 
in the world, or, for aught I know, may 
be now writing in it— that it was as ca- 
ſual as the foam of Zeuxis his horſe: be- 
ſides, I look upon a chapter which has, 
only nothing in it, with reſpect; and conſi- 
dering what worſe things there are in the 


world That-it is no way a proper ſub- 
ject for fatire—— 


—Why then was it left ſo? And here, 
without ſtaying for my reply, ſhall I -be 
call'd as many blockheads, numſculs, 
. doddypoles, dunderheads, ninnyhammers, 
gooſecaps, joltheads, nincompoops, and 
{h--t-a-beds——and other unſavory appel- 
| lations, 
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lations, as ever the cake-bakers of Lern?; 
caſt in the teeth of King Garagantna's 
ſhepherds And I'll let them do it, as 
Bridget ſaid, as much as they pleaſe ; for 
how was it poflible they ſhould foreſee the 
neceſſity I was under of writing the forty- 
fifth chapter of my book, before the thirty- 
eighth, Ec. | 


So ] don't take it amiſs —— All I 
' wiſh is, that it may be a leſſon to the 
world, “ to let people tell their flaries-their 
own way,” 


The Thirty-eighth Chapter. 


S Mrs. Bridget open'd the door be- 
fore the corporal had well given the 
rap, the interval betwixt that and my uncle 
Toby's introduction into the parlour, was 
ſo ſhort, that Mrs VWadman had but juſt 


time to get from behind the curtain—lay a 
| Bible 


in) 
Bible upon the table, and advance a ſtep 
or two towards the door to receive him. 


My uncle Toby ſaluted Mrs. Wadman, 
after the manner in which women were ſa - 
luted by men in the year of our Lord God 
one thouſand ſeven hundred and thirteen 
then facing about, he march'd up 
abreaſt with her to the ſofa, and in three 
plain words though not before he was 
fat down——nor after he was fat down— 
but as he was fitting down, told her, -- 
<< was in lode — ſo that my uncle Toby 
ſtrained himſelf more in the declaration 
than he needed. 


\ 


Mrs. Wadmam naturally looked down, 
upon a lit ſhe had been darning up in her 
apron, in expeQation every moment, that 
my uncle Toby would go on; but having 
no talents for amplification, and Love 
moreover of all others being a ſubject of 

Ty which 
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which- he was the leaſt a maſter When 
he had told Mrs. Vadman once that he 
loved her, he let it alone, and left the 
matter to work after its own way. 


My father was always in raptures with. 
this ſyſtem of my uncle Toby's, as he falſely 
called it, and would often ſay, that could 
his. brother Toby to his proceſſe have added- 
but a pipe of tobacco——he had where- 
withal to have found his way, if there 
was faith: in a Spaniſh proverb, towards 
the hearts of half the women upon the 


globe, 


My uncle Toby never underſtood what 
my. father meant; nor will I preſume to- 
extract more from it, than.a condemnation 
of an error which the bulk. of the world 
lie under—— but the French, every-one of 
em to a man, who believe in it, almoſt as 

much 
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much as the REAL PRESENCE, “ That 
« talking love is making it.” 


—[ would as ſoon ſet about making a 
black- pudding by the ſame receipt. 


Let us go on: Mrs, Wadman ſat in ex- 
pectation my uncle Toby would do fo, to 
almoſt the firſt pulſation of that minute, 
wherein ſilence on one fide or the other, 
generally becomes indecent: fo edging 
herſelf a little more towards him, and 
raiſing up her eyes, ſub-bluſhing, as ſhe 
did it 
the diſcourſe (if you like it better) and 
communed with my uncle Toby, thus, 


ſhe took up the gauntlet——or 


The care and diſquietudes of the mar- 
riage ſtate, quoth Mrs. Wadman, are very 
great. I ſuppoſe ſo, ſaid my uncle Toby : 
and therefore when a perſon, continued 
Mrs. Wadman, is ſo much at his eaſe as 

you 
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you are——ſo happy, captain'Shandy, in 


yourſelf, your friends and your amuſements 
I wonder, what reaſons can incline you 
to the ſtate 


They are written, quoth my uncle 
Toby, in the Common Prayer Book. 


Thus far my uncle Toby went on wa- 
rily, and kept within his depth, leaving 
Mrs. Nadman to fail upon the gulph as 
ſhe pleaſed. | 


As for children, ſaid Mrs. 1Vad- 
man,—though a principal end perhaps of 
the inſtitution, and the natural wiſh, I ſup- 


poſe, of every parent—yet do not we all 
find, they are certain ſorrows, and very 
uncertain comforts? and what is there, 
dear Sir, to pay one for the heart-achg— 
what compenſation for the many tender 


and diſquieting apprehenſions of a ſuffer- 
#pg and defenceleſs mother who brings 


them 
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them into life? I declare, ſaid my uncle 
Toby, ſmit with pity, I know. of none; 
- unleſs it be the pleaſure which it has pleaſed. 
God —— 


——A& fiddleſtick ! quoth ſhe.. 


4% 


Chapter the Thirty-ninth; 


OW there are ſuch: an infinitude of 
notes, tunes, cants, chants, airs; 
looks, and accents with which the word 
fiddleflick may be pronounced in all ſuch 
cauſes as this, every one of em impreſſing 
a ſenſe and meaning as different from the 
other, as dirt from clean/meſs—— That Ca- 
ſuiſts (for it is an affair of conſcience on: 
that ſcore) reckon up no leſs than four- 
teen thouſand in which you may do either: 
right or wrong. 


Mray 
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Mrs. Vadman hit upon the fidaliſtict, 
which ſummoned up all my uncle Toby's 
modeſt blood into his cheeks ſo feeling 
within himſelf that he had ſomehow or 
other got beyond his depth, he ſtopt ſhort ; 
and without entering further either into 
the pains or pleaſures of matrimony, he 
laid his hand upon his heart, and made an 
offer to take them as they were, and ſhare 
them along with her. 


When my uncle Toby had faid this, he 
did not care to ſay it again; ſo caſting his- 
eye upon the Bible which Mrs. Vadmun 
had laid upon the table, he took it up; 
and popping, dear ſoul ! upon a paſſage in 
it, of all others the moſt intereſting to him- 
—which was the ſiege of Jericho he ſet 
himſelf to read it over leaving his pro- 
poſal of marriage, as he had done his de- 
claration of love, to work with her after 
its own way. Nowe it wrought neither as 
Vol. VI. N an 
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an aſtringent or a looſener; nor like opi- 
um, or bark, or mercury, or buckthorn, 
or any one drug which nature had beſtowed 
upon the world -in ſhort, it work'd not at 
all in her; and the cauſe of that was, that 
there was ſomething working there before: 
— Babbler that Iam! I have anticipated 
what it was a dozen times; but there is 
fre ſtill in the ſubjeQt——a)tons, 


CHAP. XLVI. 


T is natural for a perfect ſtranger who 
is going from London to Edinburgh, to 
enquire before he ſets out, how many 
miles to York; which is about the half 
way——nor does any body wonder, if he 
goes on and aſks about the Corporation, 
So.... | 


It was juſt as natural for Mrs. Vadman, 
whoſe firſt huſband was all his time af- 
x: | flicted 
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flicted with a Sciatica, to wiſh to know 
how far from the hip to the groin; and 
how far ſhe was likely to ſuffer more or 
leſs in her feelings, in the one caſe than in 
the other, 


She had accordingly read Drake's ana- 
tomy from one end to the other. She had 
peeped into Y/harton upon the brain, and 
borrowed * Graaf upon the bones and 
muſcles; but could make nothing of it; 


She had reaſon'd likewiſe * her own : 
powers—laid down theorems—drawn con- 
ſequences, and come to no concluſion. 


To clear up all, ſhe had twice aſked 
Doctor 8p, If poor captain Shandy was 
& ever likely to recover of his wound—?” 


This muſt be a miſtake in Mr. Shanay ; 
for Graaf wrote upon the pancreatick juice, 
and the parts of generation. 

5 | —He 
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lle is recovered, Doctor Sp would 
4) —— 


What ! quite ? 
2 uite: madam— 


But what do you mean by a recovery ? 
Mrs, Madman would ſay. 


Doctor S/op was the worſt man alive at 
definitions; and ſo Mrs. Wadman. could 
get no knowledge: in ſhort, there was no 


way to extract it, but from my uncle Toby 
himſelf, 


There is an accent of humanity in an 
enquiry of this kind which lulls Sus icio 
to reſt—and I am half perſuaded the ſer- 
pent got pretty near it, in his diſcourſe 
with Eve; for the propenſity in the ſex to 
be deceived could not be ſo great, that 


ſhe 


1 
ſhe ſhould have boldneſs to hold chat with 
the devil, without it But there is an 
accent of humanity—how ſhall I deſcribe 
it ?—'tis an accent which covers the part 
with a garment, and gives the enquirer a 


right to be as particular with it, as your 
body-ſurgeon, 


«K Was it without remiſſion ? -—— 
«K ..— Was it more tolerable in bed? 
666 Could he lie on both ſides alike 
« with it ? 
©... — Was he able to mount a horſe ? 
. Was motion bad for it?” et cetera, 
were ſo tenderly ſpoke to, and ſo directed 
towards my uncle Toby's heart, that every 
item of them ſunk ten times deeper into it 
than the evils themſelves—but when Mrs, 
Madman went round about by Namur to 
get at my uncle Teby's groin; and engaged 
him to attack the point of the advanced 
.counterſcarp, and pole mil with the Dutch 
N 3 to 
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to take the counterguard of t. Roch ſword 
in hand —and then with tender notes play- 
ing upon his ear, led him all bleeding by 
the hand out of the trench, wiping her 
eye, as he was carried to his tent —Hea- 
ven! Earth! Sea !—all was lifted up the 
ſprings of nature roſe above their levels 
an angel of mercy ſat beſide him on the 
ſofa—his heart glow'd with fire and had 
he been worth a thouſand, he had loſt 
every heart of them to Mrs. Wadman. 


And whereabouts, dear Sir, quoth 
Mrs. TYadman, a little categorically, did 
you receive this ſad blow ?—In aſking this 
queſtion, Mrs. Nadman gave a ſlight glance 
towards the waiſtband of my uncle Tiby's 
red pluſh breeches, expecting naturally, as 
the ſhorteſt reply to it, that my uncle Toby 
would lay his fore-finger upon the place 
It fell out otherwiſe———for my uncle Toby 
Laying got His 9 the gate of $2. 

| Nicolas, 
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Nicolas, in one of the traverſes of the 
trench, oppoſite to the ſalient angle of the 
demi-baſtion of St. Roch; he could at any 
time ſtick a pin upon the identical ſpot of 
ground where he was ſtanding when the 
ſtone ſtruck him: this ſtruck inſtantly upon 
my uncle Toby's ſenforium——and with it 
ſtruck his large map of the town and eita- 
del of Namur and its environs, which he 
had purchaſed and paſted down upon a 
board by the corporal's aid, during his 
long illneſs—it had lain with other mili- 
tary lumber in the garret ever nce, and 
accordingly the corporal was detached into 
the garret to fetch it. | 


My uncle Toby meaſured off thirty toiſes, 
with Mrs. Vadman's ſciſlars, from the re- 
turning angle before the gate of St, Nico- 
las; and with ſuch a virgin modeſty laid 
her finger upon the place, that the goddeſs 


of Decency, if then in being—if not, twas 
N 4 hey 
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her ſhade——ſhook her head, and with a 
finger wavering acroſs her eyes forbid her 
to explain the miſtake. | 


Unhappy,Mrs. Fadman !——- 


For nothing can make this chapter 
go off with ſpirit but an apoſtrophe to thee 
but my heart tells me, that in ſuch a 
criſis an apoſtrophe is but an.inſult in diſ- 
guiſe, and ere I would offer one to a wo- 
man in diſtreſs—let the chapter go to the 
devil; provided my damn'd critic in 4eep- 
ing will be but at the trouble to take it 
with him. 
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CHAP. XLVI.L 


XI uncle Toby's Map is carried down 
into the kitchen. 
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CH AP. XLVIII. 


— A ND here is the Maes—and this 

is the Sambre ; ſaid the corporal ; 
pointing with his right hand extended a 
little towards the map, and his left upon 
Mrs. Bridget's ſhoulder but not the 


ſhoulder next him—and this, ſaid he, 1s 
the town of Namur—and this the citadel 
—and there lay the French—and here lay 
his, honour and myſelf—and in this curſed 
trench, Mrs, Bridget, quoth the corporal, 
taking her by the hand, did he receive the 
wound which cruſh'd him ſo miſerably here 


In pronouncing which he flightly preſs'd 
the back of her hand towards the part he 
felt for—and let it fall. 


We thought, Mr. Trim, it had been 
more in the middle — ſaid Mrs, Bridge. 


That 


| ( „ 3 
That would have undone us for ever 
faid the corporal, 


And left my poor miſtreſs undone 
too—lſaid Bridget, 


The corporal made, no reply to the 
repartee, but by giving Mrs. Bridget a 
kils, 


Come - come — ſaid Bridget——holding 
the palm of her left hand parallel to the 
plane of the horizon, and ſliding the fin- 
gers of the other over it, in a way which 
could not have been done, had there been 
the leaſt wart or protuberance— Tis 
every ſyllable of it falſe, cried the cor- 
poral, before ſhe had half finiſhed, the 
ſentence | 


Il know it to be fact, ſaid Bridget, 
from credible witneſſes, f 


»- Upon 
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pon my honour, ſaid the corpo- 
ral, laying his hand upon his heart, and 
bluſhing as he ſpoke with honeſt reſent- 
ment—'tis a ſtory, Mrs. Bridget, as falſe 
as hell——Not, ſaid Bridget, interrupt- 
ing him, that either I or my miſtreſs care 
a halfpenny about it, whether *tis ſo or 
no——only that when one is married, one 
would chuſe to have ſuch a thing by one 
at leaſt —_— 


It was ſomewhat unfortunate for Mrs. 
Bridget, that ſhe had begun the attack 
with her manual exerciſe; for the cor- 
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CHAP, XLIX. 


TT was like the momentary conteſt in 
the moiſt eye-lids of an April morning, 


Whether Bridget ſhould laugh or cry.” 


She ſnatch'd up a rolling-pin 
ten to one, ſhe had Jaugh'd 


*twas 


She laid it down—ſhe cried; and had 
one lingle tear of em but taſted of bitter- 
neſs, full ſortrowful would the corporal's 
heart have been that he had uſed the argu- 
ment; but the corporal underſtood the ſex, 
a guart major to a terce at leaſt, better than 
my uncle Toby, and accordingly he aſſailed 
Mrs. Briaget after this manner, 


I know, Mrs. Bridget, ſaid the corporal, 
giving her a moſt reſpectful kiſs, that thou 
art good and modeſt by nature, and art 
withal ſo generous a girl in thyſelf, that if 

I know 
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I know thee rightly, thou wouldſt not 
wound an inſect, much leſs the honour of 
ſo gallant and worthy a foul as my maſter, 
waſt thou ſure to be made a counteſs of 
but thou haſt been ſet on, and deluded, 
dear Bridget, as is often a woman's caſe, 
<< to pleaſe others more than themſelves—" 


Bridget's eyes poured down at the ſenſa- 
tions, the corporal excited, 


Tell me——tell me then, my dear 
Bridget, continued the corporal, taking 
hold of her hand, which hung down dead 
by her ſide,—and giving a ſecond kĩſ 
whoſe ſuſpicion has miſled thee ? 


Bridget ſobb'd a ſob or two——then 
open'd her eyes—the corporal wiped 'em 
with the bottom of her apron—ſhe then 
open'd her heart and told him all, | 
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CHAP. I. 
M Y uncle Toby and the corporal had 


gone on ſeparately with their opera- 
tions the greateſt part of the campaign, 
and as effectually cut off from all commu- 
nication of what either the one or the other 
had been doing, as if they had been ſe- 
parated from each other by the Maes or the 


Sambre. 


My uncle Toby, on his fide, had pre- 
ſented himſelf every afternoon in his red 
and ſilver, and blue and gold alternately, 
and ſuſtained an infinity of attacks in them, 
without knowing them to be attacks—and 
ſo had nothing to communicate—— 


The corporal, on his ſide, in taking 
Bridget, by it had gain'd cohſiderable ad- 
vantages——and conſequently had much 

to 
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to communicate but what were the 
advantages ——as well, as what was the 
manner by which he had ſeiz'd them, re- 
quired ſo nice an hiſtorian that the corpo- 
ral durſt not venture upon it; and as ſen- 
ſible as he was of glory, would rather 
have been contented to have gone bare- 
headed and without laurels for ever, than 
torture his maſter's « modeſty for a ſingle 
moment- 


— Beſt of honeſt and gallant ſervants! 
But I have apoſtrophiz'd thee, Trim“ 
once before=—and could I apotheoſize 
thee alſo (that is to ſay): with good com- 


pany— I would do it without ceremony in- 
the very next page. 


CHAP, 
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Sn 
TOW my uncle 7. by had one evening 
laid down his pipe upon the table, 
and was counting over to himſelf upon his 
finger ends, (beginning at his thumb) all 
Mrs. Wadman's perfections one by one; 
and happening two or three times together, 
either by omitting ſome, or counting others 
twice over, to puzzle himſelf ſadly before 
he could get beyond his middle finger 
Prithee, Trim ſaid he, taking up his pipe 
again, ——bring me a pen and ink: Trim 
brought paper alſo. 


Take a full ſheet—Trim ! ſaid my uncle 
Toby, making a ſign with his pipe at the 
ſame time to take a chair and fit down 
cloſe by him at the table. The corporal 
obeyed——placed the paper directly be- 
fore him took a pen and dipp'd it in the 
ink. | 
Vol. VI. 0 She 
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———- She has a thouſand virtues, Trim! 
faid 1 Ti 8 


Am I to ſet them down, an nn your 
honour 4 quoth the corporal. 


| 8 a taken in their 
ranks,” replied my uncle Toby ; for of them 
all, Trim, that which wins me - moſt, and 
which is a ſecurity; for all the reſt, is the 
' compaſſionate turn and ſingular humanity 
of her character] proteſt, added my 
uncle Toby, looking up, as he proteſted it, 
towards the top of the ceiling That was 
I her brother, Trim, a thouſand fold, ſhe 
could not make more conſtant or more 
tender enquiries after my ſufferings— 
thovgh now NO more. 


The corporal made no reply to my uncle 
Toby's proteſtation, but by a ſhort cough 
—he dipp'd the pen a ſecond time into the 
= JOY 5 inkhorn: 
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inkhorn: and my uncle Toby pointing 
with the end of his pipe as cloſe to the 
top of the ſheet at the left-hand corner of 
it, as he could get it—the corporal wrote 
down the word HUMANITY=— = - - 
thus. 5 | 


Prithee, corporal, faid my uncle Toby, as 
ſoon as Trim had done it how often 
does Mrs. Bridget enquire after the wound 
on the cap of thy knee, which thou re- 
ceived'ſt at the battle of Landen? | 


* 


She never, an' pleaſe your honour, en- 
quires after it at all. | 


That, corporal, ſaid my uncle Ty, 
with all the triumph the goodneſs of his 
nature would permit That thews the 
difference of the character of the miſtreſs. 
and maid—had the fortune of war allotted 
| the ſame miſchance to me, Mrs. /Fadman 
O 3 would 
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would have enquired into every circum- 
ſtance relating to it a hundred times—She 
would have enquired, an' pleaſe your ho- 
nour, ten times as often about your ho- 
nour's groin—The pain, Trim, is equally 
excruciating, — and compaſſion has as much 
to do with the one as the other 


2 bleſs your 3 cried the 
corporal—what has a woman's compaſſion 

to do with a wound upon the cap of a 
man's knee? had your honour's been ſhot 
into ten thouſand ſplinters at the affair oh 
Landen, Mrs. Madman would have troub- 
led her head as little about it as Bridget; 
becauſe, added the corporal, lowering his 
voice and ſpeaking. very diſtinctly, as he 
afligned his 1cafon——— 


d The knee is ſuch a diſtance from the 
& main body——whereas the groin, your 
« honour knows, is upon the very curtin 
« of the place,” | 
of Fs My 
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My uncle Toby gave a long whiſtle 
but in a note which could ſcarce be heard 
acroſs the table. a 


The corporal had advanced too far: to 
Tetire—in three words he told the reſt— - 


My uncle Toy laid down his pipe as 
gently upon the fender, as if it- had been 
ſpun from the unravellings of a ſpider's 
Web. 


Let us go to my brother Shandy's, 
aid he. 


CHAP. III. 


HERE will be juſt time, whilſt my 
uncle Toby and Trim are walking to 

my father's, to inform you, that Mrs. 
Madman had, ſome moons before this, 
made a confident of my mother; and that 


28 Bridget, who had the burden of her 
Q 3 own, 
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-own, as well as her miſtreſs's ſecret to 
carry, had got happily delivered of both to 
Suſannah behind the garden- wall. 


As for my mother, ſhe ſaw nothing at 
all in it, to make the leaſt buſtle about 
but Suſannah was ſufficient by herſelf for 
all the ends and purpoſes you could poſ- 
ſibly have, in exporting a family ſecret ; 
for ſhe inſtantly imparted it by figns to 
Tonathan—and Jonathan by tokens to the 

cook, as ſhe was baſting a loin of mutton ; 
the cook ſold it with ſome kitchen fat to 
the poſtilion for a groat, who truck'd it 
with the dairy-maid for ſomething of about 
the ſame value——and though whiſper'd 
in the hay-loft, Fame caught the notes 
with her brazen trumpet and ſounded them 
upon the houſe-top——In a word, not an 
old woman in the village or five miles 
round, who did not underſtand the diffi- 
culties of my uncle Toby's ſiege, and what 


were 
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were the ſecret articles which had delay'd. 
the ſurrender, e e 


My father, whoſe way was to force every 
event in nature into an bypotheſis, by 
which means never man crucified TRUTH 
at the rate he did——had but juſt heard of 
the report as my uncle Tay ſet out; and 
catching fire ſuddenly at the treſpaſs done 
his brother by it, was demonſtrating to - 
Yorick, notwithſtanding my mother was ſit- 
ting by——not only, “ That the devil 


de was in women, and that the whole of 
6 the affair was luſt ;” but that every evil 
and diſorder in the world of what kind or 
nature ſoever, from the firſt fall of Adam, 
down to my uncle Tey's (incluſive) was 
owing one way or other to the lame unruly, 
appetite. | 


Yorick was juſt bringing my father's b - 
potheſis to ſome temper, when my uncle 
Wh © Toby. 
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Toby entering the room with marks of infinite 
benevolence and forgiveneſs in his looks, 
my father's eloquence rekindled againſt the 
paſion——and as he was not very nice in 
the choice of his words when he was wroth 


% 


as ſoon as my uncle Toby was ſeated 
by the fire, and had filled his pipe, my 
father broke out in this manner. 


CHAP. LI 
| THAT proviſion ſhould be made 


for continuing the race of ſo 
great, ſo exalted and godlike a Being as 
man— I am far from denying—but philo- 
ſophy ſpeaks freely of every thing; and 
therefore I ſtill think and do maintain it 
to be a pity, that it ſhould be done by 
means of a paſſion which bends down the 
faculties, and turns all the wiſdom, con- 
Ties rc and operations of the ſoul 
back- 

3 
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backwards——a paſſion, my dear, conti- 
nued my father, addrefling himſelf to my 
mother, which couples and equals wiſe 
men with fools, and makes us come out of 


our caverns and hiding-places more like 
ſatyrs and four-footed beaſts than men. 


I know it will be ſaid, continued my fa- 
ther (availing himſelf of the Prolepſis) that 
in itſelf, and ſimply taken like hunger, 
or thirſt, or fleep——tis an affair neither 
good or bad——or ſhameful or otherwiſe. 

— Why then did the delicacy of D:oge- 
nes and Plato ſo recalcitrate againſt it? and 
wherefore, when we go about to make and 


plant a man, do we put out the candle ? 
and for what reaſon is it, that all the parts 
thereof — the congredients——the pre- 
parations the inſtruments, and what» 
ever ſerves thereto, are ſo held as to be 
conveyed to a cleanly mind byno language, 
tranſlation, or periphraſis whatever? 

— The 


1 
 — The act of killing and deſtroying 
a man, continued my father, raiſing his 
voice —and turning to my uncle Toby—— 
you ſee, is glorious—and the weapons by 
which we do it are honourable We 
march with them upon our ſhoulders 
- We ſtrut with them by our ſides We 
gild them We carve them We inlay 
them We enrich them—Nay, if it be but 
a ſcoundril cannon, we caſt an ornament 
upon the breech of it. ; 


| —My uncle Toby laid down his pipe to 
intercede for a better epithet—and Yorick 
was riſing up to batter the whole hypo- 
theſis to pieces 


When Obadiah broke into the middle 
of the room with a complaint, which cried 
out for an immediate hearing. 


3 The caſe was this: 


( 203 ) 

My father, whether by ancient cuſtom 
of the manor, or as improprietor of the 
great tythes, was obliged to keep a Bull 
for the ſervice of the Pariſh, and Obadiah 
had led his cow upon a pop-viſit to him 
one day or, other the preceding ſummer— 
1 ſay, one day or other—becauſe as chance 


would have it, it was the day on which he 


was married to my father's houſe-maid—ſo 
one was a reckoning to the other. There- 


fore when Obadiah's wife was brought to 
bed—Obadiah thanked God — 


——— Now. ſaid Obedoh, I fall bite's - 


calf : ſo Obadiah went daily to viſit his 
COW. 


| She'll calve on Menday—on Turſday— 


or Nadneſday at the fartheſt —-— 


The cow did not calve—no—fſhe'll not 
calve till next week - the cow put it off ter- 
| ribly 
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Tibly——till at the end of the ſixth week 


Obadiab's ſuſpicions (like a good man ®) 
fell upon the Bull, 


Now the pariſh beng very large, my fa- 
ther's Bull, to ſpeak the truth of him, was 
no way equal to the department ; he had, 
however, got himſelf, ſomehow or other, 
thruſt into employment—and as he went 
through the buſineſs with a grave face, 
my father had a high opinion of him. 


—Moft of the townſmen, an' pleaſe your 
worſhip, quoth Obadiah, believe that tis 
all the Bull's fault. 


But may not a cow be barren ? re- 
plied my father, turning to DoQor Sp. 


It never happens ; ſaid Doctor Sh, but 
the man's wife may have come before her 
Time naturally enough=Prithce bas the 
| child 
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child hair upon his head? added Doctor 
Shop ——— 


It is as hairy as IJ am; ſaid Obadiah. 
— Obadiah had not been ſhaved for three 
weeks —Wheu --u----Uu-------- 
cried my father ; beginning the ſentence + 
with an exclamatory whiſtle—and fo, bro- 
ther Toby this poor Bull of mine, who is 
as good a Bull as every p—ſs'd, and might 
have done for Europa herſelf in purer times 
had he but two legs leſs, might have 
been driven into Doctors Commons and 
| loſt his character which to a Town Bull, 
| brother Toby, is the very ſame thing as his 
e — 


L--d ! ſaid my . what is all this 
tory about ? | 


A COCK and a BULL, ſaid Tria 
—And one of the beſt of its kind, I ever 
heard. 
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This Bu 87 of the above celebrated Genios, 
is done from a marble one which he ſat to at 
Rome, executed by the famous Noliken, It is 
the greateſt likeneſs that can poſſibly be con- 
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The price in plain Plaiſter is One Guinea, 
or if done in imitation of Marble, or bronzed, 
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Thoſe Ladies and Gentlemen, admirers of 
Mr. Sr anz, and who wiſh to be poſſeſſed of 
ſo good a Head, are requeſted to ſend their ot- 
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1, Triſtram Shandy, a new Edition, com- 
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2. Sentimental Journey through France, in 
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